



































PREFATORY NOTE

Tris memoir of Edward Bowen is written to meet
the needs of two classes of readers: the first, his
old friends and pupils; the second, scientific educa-
tionists. It is for the sake of the first that I have
dwelt, at what may seem to some rather dispropor-
tionate length, upon his work before ¢youth had
grown to man.” But I am confident that those who
cared for him not as a leader of his profession but as
one by whose side they ‘trod the rough path of the
world,” and whom they loved and admired with a love
and admiration that they have given to few others
however near and dear to them, will wish to have
these specimens of his earlier power and talent.
As regards the educationists, the memoir will, I
hope, show them a man pre-eminent among Public
School Masters, even in a survey of the last hun-
dred years, who in some things differed widely from
commonly received opinions, and entertained ideals
which have yet to find their full expression in
general practice. Edward Bowen’s influence has
been very great at Harrow, but it has yet to be
fully felt through all the length and breadth of the
scholastic world.

The responsibility for this memoir was offered to
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vi PREFATORY NOTE

two of his colleagues, and it was only when they felt
unable to accept it, that it passed to me, his nephew.
I have in writing it laboured under one serious dis-
advantage ; though an old Harrovian, I was never in
Edward Bowen’s house or form. I have therefore
had to depend on others to make good what was
lacking in these respects. But none surpassed my-
self in one qualification—in affection for him ; and
I may perhaps add that during the last years of his
life I knew him very intimately.

I need not mention seriatim those colleagues and
pupils of Edward Bowen who have helped me in this
task, and without whose willing assistance it could
never have been accomplished. The usual expres-
sions of thanks have a formal air, and I am there-
fore unwilling to use them to those who have assisted
me in these outlines of a portrait of one of the noblest
and best men whom any of us has ever been privi-
leged to know. It will have been to them, as to me,
a sad pleasure to do whatever could be done by us for
the memory of one who will always hold a place by
himself in our recollections. We are only too well
aware that we ¢shall not look upon his like again.’

I owe it to the courteous co-operation of Messrs.
Macmillan, Messrs. Chapman & Hall, the Editor of
the ‘Journal of Education,” and the Controller of
His Majesty’s Stationery Office, that I have been
able to make use of some of the matter which is
included in this volume.

W. E. B.















EDWARD BOWEN

EMINENCE as a public schoolmaster would not by itself
necessarily justify a memoir of the work of a lifetime.
There are many men in the front rank of our educational
army showing important qualities—a power of organisation,
a capacity for discipline, a gift for teaching, a character
which elicits loyalty and affection——who would not have any
very strong claim, even in these days when ¢ of making books
there is no end,” to a biographical record of their labours
and successes. And if the best that could be said of Edward
Bowen were that he was one of those excellent and high-
minded masters to whom we owe the value of our public
school system, it might well have been felt that his life
should have been allowed to pass out of human sight with-
out any further memorial than private affection and esteem.
But when one who is not merely eminent, but in some
respects almost unique, dies after long years of public service
—years marked by striking and attractive attainments of
various kinds—it is only right and fitting that some attempt
should be made to extend the circle of those who hitherto
have felt, it may be his force and power, it may be his charm
and persuasiveness, by some sketch of him, even though it
be but a comparatively slight one ; nor is the justification of
such a sketch any the less complete—on the contrary, the
case behind it is strengthened—if, as in the present instance,
the man of whom it is a brief account was, from the very
nature of his work and calling, known only to a few, in
comparison with the many who are acquainted with the
name of a leading statesman or a victorious general. A

master at a public school scarcely occupies & very prominent
B



2 EDWARD BOWEN

place in the eyes of the nation at large, unless indeed he
ventures out of his own proper sphere into some other, such
as politics or theology. As a schoolmaster, however, he is
known well enough by those who have the desire and the
opportunity to make themselves conversant with the inner
working of the great educational machine ; but to the out-
side world he is known, either not at all, or only very super-
ficially. Especially is this the case if he never takes a head-
mastership, and is always in theory no more than one of the
ordinary rank and file. The present memoir is of a man who
was from first to last an assistant master, though for many
years he was responsible for the separate organisation and
direction of an important side of the school work. At the
same time it is an account of a man who is felt by almost all
who were brought into real contact with him to have been
largely unlike anyone else, to have possessed qualities and
gifts, powers and capacities, which were of most remarkable
worth and brilliance, and such as hardly any men—even
when a long period of time is allowed for the comparison—
can claim to share with him.

Doubtless there were some sides to Edward Bowen
which, taken one by one, could be more or less easily
paralleled. Not a few men have been excellent scholars
and have possessed literary gifts ; many men have gained the
regard and confidence of their colleagues or subordinates ;
many men have shown a power of genuine friendship ; many
men have been able to win the love of those younger, even
much younger, than themselves, and to retain that exquisite
sympathy with child-life which we never see without being
touched by it; many men have been able to lighten
drudgery and to add interest to labour. In possessing one
or another of these qualities Edward Bowen was not more
than the equal of others, and stood neither by himself nor
with only two or three about him. But his pre-eminence lay
in this—that the characteristics attaching to him were pos-
sessed by him, both in a rare degree severally and at the
same time in a rare combination. It is because of this that
he stands out so far from his associates and contemporaries.
Thus he had a striking power of discipline and government,
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as striking perhaps as that of Vaughan. As a source of
moral inspiration he was scarcely second to Arnold, while as
a teacher he was much superior to Arnold. He had the
vigour, the energy, the manly hardihood of Thring. Hehad
all the classical scholarship, all the literary delicacy and grace,
of the present Dr. H. M. Butler. Such a combination of
characteristics would by itself have produced a veryimpressive
personality ; but Edward Bowen’s personality was made up
of more qualities even than these. He possessed many
interests beyond literature and scholarship, and was more or
less proficient in the subjects connected with them. He
was a good astronomer and a fair mathematician. He hada
wide acquaintance with military history, and knew of the
Napoleonic period as much, perhaps, as any Englishman
living. He was enough of a Biblical critic to keep pace
with most modern discussions upon questions of authorship,
date, integrity, interpretation. He was a keen politician,
and deeply interested in all social, and to some extent in all
ecclesiastical, reforms. He was a song-writer who, in his
own line, was unequalled. He was a vigorous athlete—
a splendid walker, a zealous oar, an indefatigable foot-
ball player, a good cricketer. The ‘Times’ and ‘Daily
Graphic’ brought each summer morning the interest of
county scores as well as of Parliamentary debates or of
foreign telegrams, and he followed the career of some

batsman or bowler with the same closeness and keen-
ness as the development of some political or industrial
question.

But to these things—sufficiently remarkable by them- &
selves—Edward Bowen added a character of the rarest beauty
and purity. He was a man of deep lovableness, capable of
giving to others, and of drawing to himself from others,
intense affection. He combined simple and unpretending
goodness with lofty aims and the most exalted idealism.
His friends turned to him upon any question of morals
or duty or honour with an assurance that was absolute.
He was virtually a father confessor to most of his colleagues,
both old and young. No man, again, ever possessed in a
higher degree the quality of self-forgetfulness. ¢ Surely,’

B2



4 EDWARD BOWEN

wrote the present Master of Trinity College, Cambridge,
immediately after Edward Bowen’s death, ‘a more gracious,
brilliant, lovable spirit has rarely been given to the earth,
as if to suggest that unselfishness does not always imply
a preliminary struggle.’ It has been surmised indeed that
the ¢ preliminary struggle’ may perhaps have taken place in
him also somewhere, somewhen, unnoticed and unknown ;
but, if that were so, the victory was complete. He was,
too, deeply and sincerely religious. It was characteristic of
him to direct in his will that no memorial should be raised
to him; it was equally characteristic to make the exception
that a small cross might be placed at the head of his grave.
He never, indeed, brought forward his religious feelings into
the glare of public notice; but those who knew him really
well, and who walked in intimacy with him along the even
tenour of his way, whether at Cambridge or at Harrow, saw
at times the unmistakable evidences of an intensely spiritual

y nature. His religious life has been picturesquely and aptly
compared by one, who was almost a life-long friend,! to the
Spanish river the Guadiana,

which plunges at a certain point in its course below the ground,
but throws up thereafter to the surface, at one place and at
another, certain bubbling pools, called by the natives with uncon-
scious poetry the ‘eyes of the Guadiana.” They are only pools,
but they prove that the stately river is pursuing an uninterrupted
course below. So was it with the religion of Edward Bowen.

Once again, there was over all—over scholarship, and
government, and lessons, and games, and the intercourse of
personal friendship, and the vigour of life, and the charm of
loving-kindness—the almost continuous sunshine of his
humour and gaiety. He was capable of feeling intensely
sorrow and disappointment—no man more so ; but the signs
and traces of sorrow and disappointment were, as a rule,
deliberately and carefully hidden away under a covering
of reserve which was rarely withdrawn, even before the
sympathy of attached and intimate friends. Outwardly his
life was marked by an almost unfailing appreciation of fun

! Mr. R. Bosworth Smith, in an article in The Harrovian, May 18, 1901.
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and merriment and laughter. Indeed, it has been said of
this characteristic in him that it was this alone which
rendered possible the extremely strict character of some of
his discipline; but there the characteristic was, prominent
on most occasions; and he largely received, as he unquestion-
ably deserved, the benefit of it.

And all this brilliance, all this breadth of learning, all 4~
this beauty of character, all this power of rule, all this
capacity for guiding and inspiring others, all this grandeur of
example, were given by him with glad and willing whole-
heartedness to the School with which his name will always
be connected. Now and again, it is true, his ambitions
turned away from ‘the daily round, the common task,” to
the House of Commons, and to the attractions which others
found there. More than once the question of candidature
was seriously considered in connection with some particular
constituency. On one occasion he fought during the Easter
holidays a severely contested election ; but when fate decided
in each case against him, he was content to go on in his
calling for the last fifteen or sixteen years of his life with a
loyalty that was perfect.

Shall we deem his devotion too narrow
For gifts so commanding and rare ?

Enough that his heart was in Harrow,
And he gave it unquestioning there.!

His chief love in life was for Harrow, and we may well
believe that it was a love which grew and deepened with
advancing years, as brothers and friends passed away from
him, and before him ‘saw the Uncreated.” The supremacy
of Harrow in his affections and interests was never challenged
by wife and children, for he was never married. And when,
at the age of sixty-five, the end suddenly came—just such an
end as he would, in all probability, have chosen for himself
—it was the School that found itself in the place of his eldest
son. Of others, who had in his judgment claims upon him,
he was indeed generously mindful, but the greater portion
of his property passed, as was meet and right, to Harrow.

! Memorial Verses, by E. W. H.
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The privilege of writing the record of such a life is
obviously one attended by no little difficulty. It is almost,
if not quite, impossible to give upon paper any adequate
impression of a personality which was not only out of the
common, but without its likeness elsewhere. The delicate
tricks of gesture and expression, the constant flashes of fun,
the little idiosyncrasies, can no more be written down by the
biographer than they could in old days have been portrayed
by the photographer. An old pupil, in an article upon him,!
said with not less truth than pathos :

Bowen cannot be reproduced in writing, any more than he
will ever be reproduced in the actual world. His great unlike-
ness to anyone else that ever was, or ever will be, makes the
special bitterness of this occasion: therein death has its sting,
- and the grave its victory. The tragedy is not, as often in the
case of other men more famous but more ordinary, that he left a
great thing undone ; but simply that he has ceased to be.

A memoir, therefore, which attempts to describe a man
who was in some ways indescribable, is bound to be in part
a failure; and it is no easy task to keep that failure from
being complete.

Again, such a life as Edward Bowen’s clearly does not
lend itself to any minute and detailed account. One day was,
as a rule, much like another. The correspondence was
generally little more than notes exchanged on school busi-
ness. No great dramatic incidents will make their way into
the record. The fortunes of a church, or of an empire, or of
a large section of the community, will never be felt by the
reader to be at stake. The story is of the life of one whose
profession brought him into no situations of national crisis,
and required of him the solution of none of those problems of
state which determine the composition of a parliament or
the fate of a cabinet. But this memoir derives from one
attribute of Edward Bowen’s life a great advantage. It is
the memoir of a man whose work was not chipped and broken
into fragments, but was complete and entire. He com-

! Mr. G. M. Trevelyan, in The Harrovian, May 18, 1901. Much of the
article is quoted later on in connection with Edward Bowen’s work as a house-
master
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menced his career as a Harrow master at the age of twenty-
four; and when—*forty years on’—he fell dead in the
presence of two intimate friends, on an unfrequented road
in a beautiful part of the Cote d’Or, he was still a Harrow
master. The shadow of resignation was, it is true, beginning
to fall across his path. He had, indeed, not done more than
intimate, somewhat informally, a wish to give up his house
and to confine himself to teaching in form; but for a man
midway between sixty and seventy there is no long period of
school-work remaining, even under the most favourable cir-
cumstances and conditions. And it was the sense of this—
the recognition that the call of calls did not come in its
sudden swiftness until all was nearly ¢ finished '—which in
a measure comforted friends and colleagues and old pupils
when the unexpected news came. If death steps in and
closes a career only partly developed, its presence is especially
painful and distressing. But there was no thought of such
premature intrusion in connection with the death of Edward
Bowen. The perplexity and mystery which sometimes hang
like a great cloud over a summons by Providence to another
world were here wholly absent. The ways of God were
patent and clear, and needed not that faith should struggle
with an attempted explanation of them, nor that pious sub-
mission should take the place of a reasonable understanding.
In the spring of 1901 Edward Bowen’s life-work was rapidly
drawing to its close. His contribution towards the needs of
his generation had been obviously paid in full—even ‘to the
uttermost farthing.” And therefore this memoiris the narra-
tive of a life which was complete ; and there is no need to
dwell on the manner and degree in which the record gains
from the fact.

-
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I

EpwarDp ERNEST BOWEN was born on March 30, 1836,
being fifteen months junior to his brother Charles, afterwards
Lord Bowen. His second brother, Frank, was several
years younger.! His father, the Rev. Christopher Bowen,
was the eldest representative of an Irish family holding
property in county Mayo, and was distinguished by many
of the best characteristics of the Evangelical school of those
days—devotion, spirituality, a hearty dislike of ecclesiasticism,
profound earnestness, unquestionable sincerity. He was also
very gentle and affectionate, full of sympathy with the trials
of others, full of compassion for their failures or mistakes.
Sir Henry Cunningham, in his memoir of Lord Bowen, has
referred to him as  an excellent reader, whose children en-
joyed no greater treat than to lie on the hearthrug and listen
to his rendering of one of Shakespeare’s plays.” He was, too,
one whose able mind remained fresh and active with advanc-
ing years. 'When he was quite an old man he read ¢ The
Kernel and the Husk,’ and wrote, in a private letter to a
young clergyman who was troubled by the book, a careful
and clear criticism of it. It may be added, in view of the
striking poetical gifts of his two elder sons, that he was a
somewhat copious writer of verses, both humorous and
sentimental-—verses which were at times of no mean order.
He died on the Riviera in 1890. Edward Bowen’s mother
survived him and all her three sons. She was a 'daughter of
Sir Richard and Lady Steele; the former being an Irish
baronet, and the latter a daughter of Count d’Alton. 'From

! He died in early manhood. He was inferior in scholarship to his
brothers, though not, perhaps, in athletic capacities, for he was captain of the
Winchester eleven. Never, perhaps, has any man been more dearly loved by
relations and friends than he.
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their mother the sons doubtless gained their tenacity of
purpose and strength of will—qualities which she inherited
in no small measure from Lady Steele ; while she also gave
to them what was, in her younger and happier days, her
bright and merry disposition. She held the religious views
of her husband with uncompromising consistency, possessing
with him all that was best and most worth having in that
type of thought and Biblical interpretation. She died at the
age of ninety-four, having outlived her son Edward less than
twelve months.

Edward Bowen came, therefore, from a home which was
full of the atmosphere of Evangelicalism. It might well
have been the case that spiritual excitement and even
distress should be connected with his education; but the
religious influence of father and mother was, though con-
tinuous and persistent, quiet and sensible, and was wholly
free from any traces of the more painful Calvinistic spirit.
From that influence Edward Bowen never altogether cut
himself adrift. He was, it is true, in the days of his man-
hood, widely separated from Evangelical orthodoxy; and
this change of religious position must no doubt have been the
cause of sincere regret to those to whom Evangelicalism was
especially dear and important ; but there always remained
between him and his father some bond of religious sympathy,
and the younger man would sing hymns with the elder long
after any actual intercommunion in doctrinal ideas and
beliefs had become difficult or impossible. There is a story
told of Edward Bowen’s childhood, which, though very
trivial, illustrates in some slight degree both his own early
conscientiousness and the religious character of the home.
He was found one Sunday afternoon, either in the school-
room or in the nursery, with a portion of the room carefully
marked off with a piece of string. He gave as his reason
that he desired to keep himself from the temptation of look-
ing out of the window. Even in these early years the
unselfishness of his character came out. If he and his
elder brother ever quarrelled in the nursery and required
punishment, he would offer—his mother writes—to bear it
for both.
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The two brothers left home while still quite young—
nine and ten years of age respectively. Mrs. Bowen was in
ill health, and it was in consequence thought better to send
the boys to an establishment at Lille. Here they stayed for
twelve months, but were not, it would seem, very happy, and
it is plain from a letter which Charles Bowen wrote home that
they were much overworked—* We have ten hours of lessons
in the day.” Some very brief reminiscences of that time of
exile, contributed by Edward Bowen to the memoir of his
brother, show how advanced the two children were in their
English reading. ‘Our books were few, but very well read.
Two volumes of Johnson’s complete works were a great
treasure, and the * Rambler” and ¢“Idler;”’ of course all
Scott, and as much Shakespeare and Spenser as [we] could
understand.’!  On their return to England they went together
to a good day-school in South Liondon, where Mr. Christopher
Bowen had charge of a district. Here they were well
taught, but they had to leave when their parents went to
live at Blackheath, the mother’s health being still unsatis-
factory and not permitting her to continue in the noisy and
narrow streets of Southwark. At Blackheath the two boys
went to a proprietary school kept by the Rev. E. J. Selwyn,
father of the present headmaster of Uppingham. Edward
Bowen afterwards, when examining his old school, wrote of
its chief in the report which he drew up :

You will allow me, in conclusion, to express my sincere wish
for the continued prosperity of the school, which it has been
no small satisfaction to revisit as examiner, and to perceive
flourishing under the auspices of the headmaster, to whom I
myself owe the greatest and most important part of my own
classical education.

The two boys certainly did as well as possible under his
supervision and guidance, eventually out-distancing all their
competitors ; and it seems to have been largely, if not
entirely, due to this lack of serious competition thit their
withdrawal took place, Mr. Selwyn himself recommending
1t in a call that he paid to their mother. ‘My dear Mrs.

' Lord Bowen by Sir H. Cunningham, p. 16.
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Bowen, you must take your boys away from Blackheath.’
‘I hope,’ she replied, a little startled, ‘they have not mis-
behaved themselves.” ¢ Quite the reverse,” was the answer;
¢ they are far ahead of the school and give the other boys no
chance. They would require a wheel-barrow to carry away
their prizes.” These days together at Blackheath lasted
from 1846 to 1850. Of Edward Bowen, during that period,
an old schoolfellow ! writes :

Certainly through all that time he was the best-beloved boy in
the school. So sweet and unassuming was his disposition that,
though in each successive form he was facile princeps, albeit
junior to most, no one ever begrudged him his position. His
readiness to help ‘lame dogs’ was unfailing. His temper was so
naturally amiable, or so completely under control, that I feel sure
no one ever saw him ruffled or striking an angry blow. Yet he
was a manly boy, always taking his share of knocks right cheer-
fully. I do not think he reached the First Eleven, but he was
good at games; though it was left for Cambridge and Harrow to
carry him on to ‘ Excellent.” I left school in 1850. That neither
he nor I up to that time got into the Sixth was simply due to the
fact that our elder brothers were there; and it was then judged
better to keep brothers apart, though in this case there was no
fear of either of the juniors surpassing his senior. His preference
was always for boys of gentlemanly tone and pure mind, and he
got into no scrapes.

Mr. Selwyn’s own personal testimonial, written by him
at the close of these school-days, need not be quoted in full;
but in it he speaks of his pupil’s ¢ high moral worth,” of his
talent, which is ‘ very far indeed above the average,’” of his
surprising skill and accuracy, of  his devotion to his studies,’
and ends :

I have every confidence in saying that if his health be spared,
under God’s blessing, he will give to all those under whose care
he may come from time to time such satisfaction as they do not
commonly receive from a pupil. For myself, I may say that,
except Edward Bowen’s elder brother, Charles, who is carrying
all before him at Rugby, I never had such a pupil, and scarcely
expect to meet ever with his superior.

! Rev. A. Wood, Rector of Great Ponton, near Grantham.
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In the latter part of 1850, the two brothers were sepa-
rated ; nor did their educational careers join again at any
subsequent period. The elder went, late in that year, to
Rugby, and afterwards to Balliol College, Oxford; while the
younger, after remaining some twelve months longer at
Blackheath, passed in the Lient Term of 1852 to King’s
College, Liondon; and thence in the autumn of 1854 to
Trinity College, Cambridge.

Unfortunately no personal reminiscences of him by fellow-
students are available in connection with the years which he
spent at King’s College, London. It is known, however,
that his health was not always saftisfactory; and there
appears to have been, at one time, some reason for anxiety
as to the state of his lungs—an anxiety for which there was
still further cause later on. His career, none the less, was a
brilliant one. The year of his entrance he obtained the
prize for Liatin verses; and he repeated the triumph in 1853
and 1854. It is presumably to this last year that the story
belongs of his sending in three different compositions under
different mottoes, and of each being adjudged worthy of the
prize. In that year, too, he obtained the senior classical
scholarship, as well as the Plumptre prizes for original
English verse and for translation. He also gained the
London University Exhibition, and later on, while a
Cambridge undergraduate, the Bachelorship. In 1861, after
his brilliant career at Trinity was concluded, he was elected
a Fellow of King’s College, and retained his Fellowship until
his death.

It was at King’s College that he first began to show his
power of English composition. There had been a magazine
at Blackheath, but he appears to have taken little or no
part in it. To the ‘ King’s College Magazine,” however, he
contributed on several occasions and with much success.
Examples of his work at this period will be read with interest
by those who knew him in later years. ¢ They exhibit,’ writes
a correspondent,! ¢ his varied powers in the bud, and are

! Rev. Andrew Wood, with whom during this period Edward Bowen kept up
a continonous and intimate correspondence, but who was unfortunately no
longer a fellow-student.
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not unworthy of the future author of ¢ The Eighteenth
Middlesex ”* and the «“ Harrow Songs,” for which I predict
an immortality.’

‘The Ballad of Orcetes,” by ‘Publi[cJus Stultus Menti-
tor,” has attached to it in the original manuscript, though not
in the printed version, a laudatory notice from ‘Romana
Tempora,’” in which, however, it is pointed out (no doubt
with truth) that the author is guilty of an anachronism in
making his characters now and then talk Latin. The
Ballad, in its entirety, is too long for insertion; but quota-
tions may be extracted which will give the reader an adequate
idea of the merry gaiety, as well as of the cleverness, of the
whole.

Orcetes—so runs the plot—wishes to be tyrant of Sardis,
but cannot obtain his desires.

Orcetes lounged on his sofa one day,
Sucking an orange and sipping café;
For his chief occupation (excepting in war,
And kicking and thumping his slaves, et tout cela)
Was oranges, café, and then dolce far.
He had soldiers, and horses, and money had he;
He had slaves, he had vassals—in short, a whole lot 0’ men;
And being a kind of a Turk, as you see,
No wonder at all he reclined on an ottoman.
But spite of his riches, and fashion, and style,
The Satrap was very ambitious the while,

And did nothing but sigh

The whole day and cry—
¢ Mehercle ! This problem confoundedly hard is :
What on earth shall I do to be ¢yrant of Sardis?’

An interlude follows in which a visitor calls, and Orcetes
takes the opportunity of speaking of his hatred of one
Polycrates, the ruler of Samos.

‘T've been so upset. That Polycrates there

Has insulted my herald’ ¢What? Who? How? When?
Where ?’

‘I just sent my herald to ask him to dinner,

And meet a few friends; when, with very bad grace,

And turning about with a shrug, the old sinner

Presented—the very reverse of his face !’
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¢ Mecastor! why, you

Don’t mean it!’ ¢TI do.’
* Well, all that I say is,
I'd take him.” * Qued azs 2’
“If I only were you, it’s what I wouldn’t stand ;
I'd take Samos at once. The man cannot defend her.’
Orcetes on this put his head on his hand,
His hand on his knee, and his knee on the fender,
And said not a word, but stared straight at the fire ;
His visitor then thought it time to retire.

The results of Orcetes’ meditations are found in an invita-
tion to Polycrates to come and visit him, the proposed object
being an inspection of a box of Australian gold just received
from the diggings. Polycrates accepts the invitation ‘as
careless as Topsy.” [‘An amusing character,’  explains a
footnote, ‘in a popular romance, “ Patrui Thomasii Casa,”
which had lately appeared at Rome.”]

When he came to the shore
To Orcetes, before
They had time to shake hands, he began to harangue him
On the price of the gold ;
But Oreetes just told
A few of his servants to take him, and hang him.
Oh! how he did cry,
‘Eheu! ve mihi!
You horrible rascal! you son of a Jew !
You man of three letters! you carnufex, you !
Oh, please, go away ! oh! hullabaloo!’
But with all his loud clamour he could not prevent em,
So they took him, and left him there collo pendentem.

Seven years pass, and the curtain again rises upon
Orcetes. 5

Orcetes lounged on his sofa one day,

Sucking an orange and sipping café—

Seven long years had passed away, L
And hig hair had changed from black to grey,
And his whole appearance was quite passé.

His visage was sour as gooseberry wine;

From his face tempus edax had taken the shine ;
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His eyes, too, were sanguine et igne suffectt,
And he hadn’t, in fact, the mens conscia recti.
To be tyrant was nevertheless his endeavour,
For crafty he was, and ambitious as ever.

He, however, is not destined to succeed. He kills
another rival, and is called to account by Darius, who sends
a messenger to him to demand the money found on his
victim. The messenger is first ¢ despatched ’ by Orcetes with
fair words, but is immediately afterwards ¢despatched’ in
another sense, and Darius determines to avenge the murder
of his agent, and sets out to do so. Sardis is taken, and
Orcetes, in attempting to escape, is killed by a slave whom
he had often ill treated.

MoRAL

There’s a moral in everything under the sun,

So I'll just, if you please, tell you mine and have done:
You may learn from this story of cruel Orcetes

That by alterum ledens, te ipsum tu ledes ;

But the lesson I wish you to take most to heart i,
Mind you never attempt to be tyrant of Sardis.

Allusion has been made to Edward Bowen’s success
in Latin verses; and another of his contributions to the
Magazine is upon this subject, being entitled, * Modern Latin
Poetry.” The age of the writer (seventeen) must, as before,
be remembered in reading the essay, though its workmanship
would undoubtedly have done credit to an older and riper
scholar, and manifests on the part of the youthful author a
close acquaintance with a branch of literature of which, as
an almost invariable rule, boys and even undergraduates,
although they may have high classical attainments, are
wholly ignorant.

He begins by dividing Latin verse-writing since the
classical age

into three eras, the first comprehending Calpurnius, Avienus,
and the other writers until the general darkness consequent upon
the fall of Rome ; the next, those of the Middle Ages, when men
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wrote about themselves and began epic poems; the third, which
we may more appropriately call the period of modern Latin
poetry, commences at, or soon after, the Reformation, which
preceded a revival, as of other arts, so also of that of which we
are speaking.

It is with this last epoch that his article deals, and he
takes as its representatives Milton, Gray, Addison, and
Bourne, ¢ whose writings present such peculiarities of style
as may enable us to compare them together The greater
‘portion of his remarks upon each may be quoted, as showing
his striking capacity for literary appreciation and crltlclsm
even at this comparatively early age.

The Latin poems of Milton which have been handed down to
us consist of one book of Elegies, one of Epigrams, and a ¢ Sil-
varum Liber.” Of these, the Epigrams, though the fifth and sixth
are well written, will hardly repay a continuous perusal. We
confine our notice, therefore, to the Elegies and the *Silvarum.’
In the former, the chief thing aimed at appears to have been neat-
ness. There is no greatness, though some originality, of thought;
but the verses flow with an ease and gracefulness which are now
not often attained. We are afraid there is a false quantity here
and there; but false quantities can be pardoned when we have
such beautiful lines as those to Charles Deodati, an intimate
friend of the author; indeed, the whole book is written with a
taste and polish which entirely do away with the unpleasant
halting generally occasioned by the elegiac couplet. The *Sil-
varum Liber’ opens with a Greek translation, which, though it
ought not properly to come under our notice at present, is, we
cannot refrain from saying, one of the most suceessful productions
of its kind that we have ever met with. Of the poems themselves,
we may safely say that they equal the Elegies in facility of ex-
pression, and surpass them in greatness of thought. There are
one or two which form an exception to this standard ; but, on the
whole, they present as faultless a collection as we possess. The
three best are the poem on the 5th of November, which, however,
is too historical to be thoroughly pleasing ; the Epitaph of Damon,
which almost, if not quite, equals Virgil’'s Eclogues; and, best of
all, the magnificent address, ¢ Ad Patrem,” which we have no hesi-
tation in calling the greatest of modern Latin poems. The
epilogue to this and to the Elegies are not to be surpassed by
ancient or modern writers. Altogether, these writings of Milton
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breathe such a spirit of classicality—though he was no plagiarist
—that we feel inclined to rank their author above Gray and
Addison, who, we think, hold the next place. Milton was a poet
under Cromwell ; he would have been one under Augustus.

The ‘Poemata’ of Gray form a striking contrast to his
English effusions : the latter are full of wildness, and in some
parts even of majesty : of the former the chief characteristic is
tameness, though the lines are not ungraceful. We are told, too,
that when publishing his English poems, Gray only produced the
very best pieces of all that he had written ; in the Latin poems,
on the other hand, he seems to have brought out every line that he
had written, even printing single stanzas by themselves. These
works all display a great amount of scholarship; he seems to
have been rather proud of being able to imitate, and here and
there actually to copy, Virgil in whole lines and sentences.
Everything that he has written shows extensive classical reading,
and the fragment of his Didactic Poem shows that he had studied
Lucretius to some purpose; but the piece by which he ought
fairly to be judged is his ‘hymeneal’ on the marriage of the
Prince of Wales. This is written in first-rate style, but expressed
in by no means original Latin.

We will not make any long stay with Addison, for the opinion
we have formed of him is somewhat different from that commonly
entertained. He seems to produce a grand idea, though not
frequently—or a beautiful line, which often occurs—merely for
the purpose of spoiling it by some tasteless allusion or expression
shocking to classical ears. We are actually astonished at a man
who could write such really good poetry as parts of ¢ William III.’
and then finish a hexameter with ¢ picturarum vulgusinane.’ This
characteristic chiefly appears in the poems on the picture of the
Resurrection, and that on a Puppet-show. His Alcaic Odes are
his best compositions; it is somewhat singular that in that
addressed to Dr. Burnett, we can trace an idea or expression out
of Horace in every stanza.

Lastly, we come to Vincent Bourne, prince of translators. His
original poems, though all very good, are not the department in
which he chiefly shines: to his translations from the English we
can apply no less an epithet than exquisite. His mode of render-
ing even the most difficult of Pope’s verses is truly admirable,
being perfectly classical, and, at the same time, perfectly original
in language. We should strongly recommend all who are in the
babit of writing Latin verse to read ‘The Wish’ and *Chloe

(]



18 EDWARD BOWEN

Hunting :* we are convinced that it will be as useful ag an hour’s
study of Ovid. It is impossible to praise too highly the neatness
and elegance with which these—indeed, all his translations—are
executed. They refleet the highest honour on the Westminster
School and his own diligence ; though, indeed, such a wonderful
facility of translation could never have been taught. In these
days translation is deemed as important a feature of Latin poetry
as original writing; and Vincent Bourne is the greatest of trans-
lators, as Milton is of ‘originals.” We must acknowledge that the
latter is the higher style of the two : still, we would fearlessly ask,
what can be more beautiful than the following extract, with which
we shall conclude ; hoping that this, our only quotation out of so
rich a field, will be excused :
“Ah me! the blooming pride of May
And that of beauty are but one;
At noon both flourish, bright and gay,
Both fade at evening, pale and gone.’

‘Hei mihi! quod floret languetque superbia Maii,
Floret idem forme gloria, languet idem ;
Utraque mane vigens placidumque et dulce rubeseit,
Utraque marcescit vespere, pallet, abit.’

We wish we had space to give more; but every word of his
poems deserves diligent attention, and, reader—at least one
perusal.

Another essay sent to the ‘King’s College Magazine,’
and published early in 1854, two months after that on
‘ Modern Latin Poetry,” was an interesting and unconven-
tional study of the character and motives of Pontius Pilate.
It is not necessary in quoting the article of a gifted boy to
point out, much less to dwell upon, its defects and failures.
Such a composition is obviously not to be treated as the
product of a full-grown mind, but as the evidence of ahility to
be brought to its full stature in coming years ; and, in reading
it, originality of thought and independence of judgL’nent will
be counted as of far more value under the circumstances
than mature historical soundness. Edward Bowen when he
wrote ‘The Procurator’ would, had he been at a public
school, have been a Sixth Form boy; and it is as the work
of a Sixth Form boy that this ‘study in character’ must be
looked at and judged. ;
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The intentions and conduct of Pilate are, the writer
of the essay thinks, open to another than the traditional
interpretation. That there should have been years of
error in connection with him is only analogous to the
long-lived historical mistakes which have been made in
connection with other names. ‘We are now somewhat
staggered in our belief that Richard III. was the con-
summate villain that Shakespeare has represented him ;
Niebuhr has shown us that the estimate that we have
formed of Regulus is purely ideal ; and there is, we believe,
no scholar of the present day who would venture to accumu-
late upon the Sophists the scorn and reprobation of which
they have been for centuries the victims.” Accordingly he
is of opinion—and sets out to justify it in detail—that Pilate
may in his turn reasonably be judged more mercifully and
leniently than the world has hitherto consented to judge him,
and that such an interpretation of his mind and nature is
possible as leads not, indeed, to a complete acquittal, but to
a verdict far more sympathetic than that which is customary
and traditional.

Why may not Pontius Pilate have been an enthusiastic young
Epicurean, full of the vigour and happiness of life, and with a
sublime perception of the beauty of virtue; not one of those
degenerate Epicureans who brought the name into merited con-
tempt, but a devoted follower of the principles of his great master ?
Perhaps he had lately bade adieu, with pleasure, to the corruption
of the metropolis, where his eyes must have been offended with
the daily scenes of vice, and his ears annoyed by the frivolous
dissertations on metaphysics. Perhaps he now had hoped to find
this dull province a haven where his sense of moral beauty should
be indulged with the dontentrhent and quiet of a situation remote
from the cares of Rome, and his search for pure pleasure should
be free from vexatious struggles to attain to more than human
science.

Let us suppose this view of the character of Pontius Pilate to
be correct; his conduct will then be sufficiently explained. We
will consider the narrative minutely. It appears that at first he
was unwilling to conduct the trial at all. He was naturally
averse to look upon human misery; the sight of the culprit

c2
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struggling in the meshes of the law, and then led triumphantly
away to punishment, had no charms for him: the morbid excite-
ment of such a scene was little in accordance with the pure
enjoyment of life. Another governor would never have refused a
criminal charge; a Verres would have extorted money from the
friends of the accused; a Piso would have exulted in the death-
agonies of the victim. Pilate proceeded with the trial by a course
of regular examination. It was not long before the acute judg-
ment of the procurator discovered the real character of him with
whom he had to deal. This was no real culprit; that thoughtful
and melancholy brow was never seen on a Barabbas: ‘I find no
fault in this man.” The prevailing feeling in his mind must have
been one not so much of indifference as of pity—pity that a man
born, like others, to the enjoyment of the world should sacrifice
this enjoyment to promote, without any apparent cause, his own
peculiar opinions, and that ong who, in his eyes, should have been
too wise to aim at uncertain science should find himself already
master of truth! Here is a prisoner, a man of no ordinary mould,
who professes to be, not a follower after, but one who has actually
reached, the ends of science! For this purpose has he come into
the world, to be a witness to the truth! It cannot be; none but
a God could attain to the truth. The thought of years, the con-
viction acquired by profound mental exertion, was summed up in
that sceptical exclamation, ¢ What is truth?’ The idea of knowing,
without discovering, was too sublime for a follower even of Epi-
curus. And yet his was no great error, for the faith of the
prisoner was not opposed to the philosophy of the judge; and
the mission of that prisoner was to show the world that Epicurus
was right—to break down the barriers of that metaphysical
speculation against which he and his followers had struggled, and
to bring to the knowledge of the world that happiness in which he
was so ardent & believer.

In the pages of history another scene is opened to our view.
Remorse and sorrow have changed the character of  the man ; the
worshipper of pleasure bows beneath the weight of mental pain.
‘Be virtuous,” his master had written; ‘be virtuous, and shun
vice : so shalt thou be happy’ Be virtuous? He was,austere.
Shun vice? He shunned everything now. And yet was he
happy? That voice, once so kind and gentle to all, is now harsh
and forbidding; that eye, which had but lately sparkled with the
gaiety of youth, now seems to frown on the world around; every
action is characterised by sternness, or even tyranny. The multi-



A MEMOIR 21

tude are moved to insurrection; popular tumults arise; Pilate is
recalled and banished.

We have yet another, a still gloomier, scene to look upon. In
the depth of misery and the helplessness of exile he has learnt the
texrrible lesson that pure happiness cannot be attained in life.
For him who had once locked forward to a long and unbroken
career of enjoyment the past was calamitous, the present insup-
portable, and the future [full of] despair. What, then, could he
do but die? He saw around him the world as smiling and joyful
ag ever, while he himself was broken-hearted. He was unworthy
of the world; he ought not to sadden it with his presence. It
was in death alone—to him annihilation—that he could forget his
former dreams and the sad reality. He must die. Shall Cato,
the disciple of a creed which ¢ blasphemed against the divine beauty
of life,’ plunge the steel into his bosom, and he be backward?
Shall Judas, the hated and despised Jew, seek refuge in death, while
he clings to life? That shall never be. And the philosopher
died and left us nothing—but a name to ridicule and to revile.

Such conjectures, it may be said, are purely imaginary. To
some extent it may be so; but surely the attempt to rescue a
name from the obloquy of ages, and to give o history one more
character on which we may look back not without pleasure, is no
unworthy effort of the imagination.

The same issue of the ¢ King’s College Magazine’ has the
following set of verses. They are of interest, not only
because of their poetical promise, but as showing, in these
years of boyhood, the same seriousness and sincerity of
religious feeling as the beautiful lines entitled ¢ Shemuel,’
which came long afterwards from the maturity of his
spiritual nature.

WHAT. I READ IN THE DRAMA OF LIFE

I read that in this world of care and pain
Three children comforted a mother’s breast :

She, loving ever in their hearts to reign,
They, ever happy in her love to rest.

Above the clamour of the noisy world,
Their merry laugh was wont supreme to reign;
And when the children died, their parting sigh,
"Twas said, had more of happiness than pain.
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Skez sorrowed noi; bui welcomed, as she heard,
The Kindly Volee thai called them from her side ;

Ard when the summer leaves once more appeared,
The mother bowed her head, and—smiling—died.

"Tis soon and simply i0ld ; yes though the tale
Be bui ihe solace of an idle hour,

These are the wiumphs thai exali our world,
And rob the grave of victory and power.

"Tis thus we gather, in our earthly clime,
Some iokens of the Life that cannot die,

Angd wrace, amid the broken waves of Time,
A floating image of Eternity.

It was in the autumn of 1854 that Edward Bowen
went up t0 Trinity College, Cambridge. There is extant a
small photograph of him, which comes apparently from the
first days of his University life ; and the personality which it
exhibits is a very swuiking onme. It shows a well-formed
head, with an intellectnual forehead and thick black hair
coming down over the ears. The face is clean-shaved, and,
though the features fall short of actual beauty, they show
clearly enough the delicacy and refinement, as well as the
freshness and purity, of the nature of which they are the
visible expression. The figure was then, as always, thin
and wiry; and there were then, as always, the signs of
phy:-s.ica.l vigour and intellectual alertness. He is dressed
in the ordinary garb of the period—a long frock coat and a
large thick tie—and he wears a top-hat.

At Cambridge several names were ¢ writ la.rge on his
hist of t’riendships, never again to be removed from if.
With his cousin Frank Synge, afterwards one of the
Chief Inspectors of Schools, he was already on iptimate
terms, but the intimacy now deepened into lasting affec-
tion. Another close comrade, and in after years another
close friend, was Sir Charles Elliott, a distant connection,
who writes of the walks up and down the cloisters of
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Triony which be snd Edwand Bowsn took mszy s time
together m thelr undergrsdusie dsys, discosaing esgerly all
manners and Ends of social reform. Edwsrd Bowen bad
a1 this mme some sivong Conservsiive sendencizs, bai be had
also a large dazh of ths: Badicahsm with widch he afier-
ards definnely associaied himself The sprviwer wiwadiy

remember: the enmpsordinery Impression which hie frmend
made on him, snd bow be thoughs thst the vanons evils of
this perplexing, maddening world, would sssupedly dsappesz
as Edward Bowen came 10 the frome Sir Charle: Elbon
appiies ©o his fzeling aboni him the lnes from Browming's
‘Warng -~

Whei 5 man might do with mem :

Angd f5r w0 gl&i: m the sTen-glow,

To mix whh ihe workd be mesni 30 wks

And omi of i b3 wordd o maks,

To contrse: snd 10 expand

Az be b or opad his hend

Ancther mos dearly loved friend wes Wilkam Ssumarez
Smith now (1902) Archiashop of Sydney, who wriies of him -
“ Stremmms ¢f fortis sre the epiihess that become the descripiion
of hischeracter as I knew 1i; and the tepderness snd wermth
of afiecion which scoompsmiad those = sizong ™ guslhises sre
very plessant to remember, 85 1 look back grasefzlly to thoss
esrly dsyz’ There sre fortunsiely extant some letiers fnom
Edwsrd Bowen to his inend—dsimg parily from thar e
together si Cambndge snd parily from s subseguem: pensod
—sand they sre full of charm snd mierest.  Not only do they
comtsin swidence of the more supsriicsl charscterstio: of
the writer’s nsiure, but they testzfy to the muiesl relizions
feeling which bound the twc young bwes to ome smother.
The passsges which give expresson to these thougbis come
only here zand there ; they sre just thrown m, Dothing more ;
theve are no bsboured or unestursl =foris sfter ploms
refleciions snd maxims: bui the casmal smpremeditsced
referemces to spirwual longimgs and hopes spesk fsr more
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eloquently of Christian earnestness and endeavour than
would many pages of elaborated sentiment. One of these
letters was written at the opening of 1856, and therefore
comes from Edward Bowen’s second year as an under-
graduate. A good deal of it may be quoted :

St. Thomas’s Rectory, Winchester : Jan. 3, 1856.

Dear Willie,—Having just finished three books of Thucydides,
I may as well begin a letter to you before I proceed with
ZAschylus’ ¢ Choephores.” I am rather unhappy because I have no
books here, and it hardly pays to begin Greek plays with no notes
and only that miserable translation. ... The fresh air here:
fresh air anywhere else : : old court : is to new. I was on the eve
of ordering a velocipede the other day from John Howes, and
going up on it and persuading you to join me at London on
another, but gave it up—I forget why. I must try and forget
velocipede and all other excursions henceforward if possible till
after the grind. . . . Have you seen Caird’s [Rev. James] sermon
published by order of her Majesty ?! I saw a review and extracts
in the ‘Times,” which seemed very good. There is a review of
Jowett in the ‘ Quarterly.’

2 I can’t work, I keep reading your letter which came this
morning. . . . Your letters always come and awake me, which is
pleasant to think of when going to bed. My father comes into
the room and says, ¢ Get up, it's almost ——; we're just going to
breakfast ; here’s a letter for you,” which is effectual. I conceal
the time for obvious reasons, my hours being not so good quite as
at Trinity. Curious that we should both have liked Caird’s
sermon—thaft is, as far as regards you, for I haven’t read it yet.
I can’t quite see the force of your observation about going up.
We agreed to go up together, and I will whether you will or not.
My thoughts run much more upon the bright side of the scholar-
ship chances, than upon the dark, which is on the whole perhaps
the pleasantest course. I wish I could begin the year with more
hopes of serving God better and believing [in] Him more. I
seems as if I had so much yet to learn, that by the time I have
learnt it, half the time of using it and working upon it will be
gone. I can only fall back upon the dim trust that the result of
all will be good. . . . You say you read Macaulay, and do not

! A famous sermon by the late Principal Caird on Religion in Common
Life.
2 What follows is written a day or two later.
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mention ‘David Copperfield.” I decline entirely making mathe-
matical studies the subject of my thoughts when I am away
from you ; and beg you will do the same when I am not near you.
Hint to W. that you really do believe after all M. wears a
wig. It is amusing to see the indignation with which he rejects
the idea. It was cunning of M. coming and influencing the
parental mind. What does your father think of him? It is
pleasant to be able to shut up for the evening with ‘¢ Good night,
Willie.’

A second letter, which also will be read with interest, is
dated some twelve months later. It was sent to his friend
on the latter's coming of age. There is in it the same com-
bination of genuine fun and religious sentiment :

[January 1857.]

As your birthday is on Wednesday, and I shall not have
a moment of time again till then, I send now my congratulations,
which are accompanied with many wishes of further returns of the
day, ‘ till we all come in the unity of one Spirit and the knowledge
of the Lord to a perfect man '—to which I do hope we may get
nearer and nearer every year. I hope you will manage to get over
the few remaining days of infancy’ with as much equanimity
as the occasion allows, and make a judicious use of the privilege
of signing your name—for, as somebody remarked on a similar
occasion, it’s something more than mere playing at vingt-et-un
now. I shall feel awfully small when we go back again. By the
way, I am doing that immediately ; my next three days being spent
in—Monday, going to see sick friend twelve miles off, and back,
all day; Tuesday, go to London in the morning, sleep at Donne’s ;
and go on Wednesday to a kind of general Nicene Council of
clergymen, who are going to hold a kind of [?] somewhere in
London, and Rev. E. B. Elliott opens the debate. Wednesday, to
Cambridge; can I do anything for you? . ... You seem to
have been doing an immense quantity of reading; all the Iliad and
Odyssey with some Juvenal and Virgil thrown in is rather well. I
thought I had been industrious, but I haven’t done half that. Ihave
sat down to (a) Aristotle and (B) Plato on two separate occasions ;
the result of (a) was one page, of (B) an imperceptibly small
quantity. By the way, what nonsense you do talk about Timothy
and Titus. Why, we did Titus long ago—which shows you must
have shirked it; and I know I went on properly about 2 Timothy.
The extra verse shall be duly inserted to-morrow. . .. My dear
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Willie, T hope you may find life as happy after twenty-one as
before, and be still, as 1 Peter says, & Suvdue @eod ppovpovpevos eis
cumyplay éroluny drokalvdbiva—at some time or other.

Another who went up with Edward Bowen was Edmund
Fisher, afterwards first Archdeacon of Southwark. He
came from Rugby, where he had been head of the School,
with Charles Bowen second to him. With him the most
intimate comradeship at once began, and the friendship
lasted unimpaired till—after many years—death intervened.
There are some humorous lines addressed by Edward
Bowen to him, on the occasion of an unfortunate incident
in his University career. It seems that Fisher arrived at
Trinity with his luggage in the middle of the night, but was
unable to make the porter hear, with the result that he was
left outside on the pavement for something over two hours.
The following poem was thereupon addressed to him by his
friend :

ON AN EXTERNAL VIEW
OF TRINITY COLLEGE BY E. H. FISHER, ESQ.

For it is plain that he who is outside ig differently situated from him who
is within.—A4rabian Proverb.

What, Fisher, what, Fisher, was the happy spot, Fisher,
Where you chose at midnight to repose your weary head,

When the porter, slowly nodding, actually forgot, Fisher,
Outside wasn’t Paradise, and inside wasn’t bed ?

Ha, Fisher! Ha, Fisher | down from off the car, Fisher,
The box with nails, and carpet bag, and hat box, did you bring,
With a hungry, Bashibazouk sort of movement, only—Ah, Figher !
To get the bell, and—yes, and then, to find it wouldn’t ring!

We, Fisher, we, Fisher, easily can see, Fisher,
How nominative changed into accusative with you,
And at last when hoarse with shouting and when out of breath at
three, Fisher,
The vocative was wanting, and the Latin Grammar trug.

Rough Fisher, tough Fisher, did they sniff and snuff, Fisher,
The little dogs about you while a-waiting for the porter ?

And is it pleasant listening to the crow and the chough, Fisher,
And is it pleasant listening for two hours and a quarter ?
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Poor Fisher, poor Fisher, on the earthy floor, Fisher,
Did you woo uneasy slumber, or upon the box with nails,

Or spread-eagle-wise across the carpet bag against the door, Fisher,
Or—but we stop, for hat boxes, and dead men, tell no tales.

O Fisher! O Fisher! could the bobby know, Fisher,
The position wasn’t choice, but sheer necessity alone ?

How can you use such language about A Twenty-two, Fisher,
If in doubt of your sobriety he appealed to Twenty-one ?

Yes, Fisher, yes, Fisher, nobody could guess, Fisher,

Vy you lazed a blockin’ up the thoroughfare was queer:
Other youths ere now of dissimilar excess, Fisher,

Have done so too, but you of pure despair, and they of beer.

Eh, Fisher ? eh, Fisher? Bobbies went away, Fisher,

So did dogs, and when the gate was opened you got in it;
But wasn't it the painfullest of courtesies to say, Fisher,

O no—O—only—never mind—yes—nothing—just a minute ?

Another friend was J. S. Thomas, afterwards the well-
known Assistant Master and Bursar at Marlborough. He
held a prominent place in HEdward Bowen’s memories
of Cambridge.

How well (the latter writes after the death of Mr. Thomas)
I remember the Sunday evenings when after chapel we used to go
off, as was the fashion with some of us then, to hear a sermon, or
part of one, at Harvey Goodwin’s church, and then come back to
supper at Hensley’s rooms, or Palmer’s, or Taylor’s, or Synge’s,
and talk boating shop till eleven or twelve at night. One glorious
summer vacation we went a walking tour together in Cornwall ;
one could hardly have a better companion for such an excursion.
Three weeks ago, as I talked to him for a few minutes, he seemed
hardly to have changed in these forty years.!

Then, again, there was Augustus Hensley, afterwards the
Senior Assistant Master at Haileybury. One year junior to
Edward Bowen was Henry Sidgwick, to whom he was bound
to the end by ties of affection and intimacy which were never
snapped nor relaxed. Still more junior to him, but at the same
time overlapping, were the present Sir George Young and
Bir George Trevelyan, both the close friends of the many

! The Marlburian, November 4, 1897, ¢ In Memoriam J. S. Thomas.’
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remaining years. Another contemporary, who knew him
then less well, but who was destined to become his colleague
at Harrow, and to go thence to the Headmastership of
Haileybury, was James Robertson.

It has unfortunately been impossible to obtain many
detailed reminiscences of this particular period of Edward
Bowen’s life. Strong impressions remain upon the minds
of those of his University friends who have survived him,
but they are impressions of generalities and not recollections
of minutiee. His perfect simplicity, however, his Spartan
hardihood, his untiring activity, his purity of character, his
light-heartedness and gaiety, his healthy and innocent enjoy-
ment of life, together with his deep and incessant interest in
all political and social questions as well as in those of pure
scholarship, are characteristics which are vividly recalled
by the survivors of those days. He would bathe with
Elliott in the Cam all through the severe ¢ Crimean winter
of 1854, breaking the ice, when necessary, to plunge in and
out again.” He attempted, as a mere matter of watchfulness,
to sit up two nights running, but failed in the endeavour, as
was to be expected. On one occasion at least, and perhaps
on more than one occasion, he horrified the porters at
Trinity by climbing on the college roofs; and it was said at
the time that he was ‘convened’ for the performance.
Edward Bowen, however, never admitted this latter allega-
tion, and there is no record of the circumstance in the
College books. His name, too, has been connected by some
with the perpetration of a practical joke in the shape of the
publication of some sham lists of the result of a Tripos exa-
mination ; others, however, have never heard him associated
with the incident. But he writes to his mother, on one
occasion, of his experience of a ‘ Town and Gown’ row, in
which he was involved one Fifth of November, on coming
away from an anti-tobacco meeting which ‘had resulted
rather in favour of the herb.’” In the fight, in which the
undergraduates were much outnumbered, he was knocked
down; while the following evening he had ¢ the ignominious
pleasure of running away from a man with a big stick.’
As to his general habits, he is said to have been somewhat
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Bohemian ; and he doubtless had then, as in after years, a
complete disregard for appearances and outward comfort.
It is impossible to think of him at any time of his life as
prim, neat, precise, much less as luxurious, well-dressed, sur-
rounded with dainty knick-knacks. But he is remembered ¢
as a stickler in the observance of all college rules, and as a
model undergraduate in his regular attendance at lectures
or chapel ; and it need not be added that he was, from first
to last, a very hard worker. His first year he lived in
lodgings ; but in his second he had rooms in the Great
Court, between the great gate and the chapel.

We were then (writes a friend ') able to indulge more freely in
long symposia in each other’s rooms, reading poetry aloud, making
rhymes in rivalry, or in walking about the cloisters and the Great
Court, listening to the splash of the fountain and discoursing on
all heavenly or earthly philosophy.

A pen-and-ink sketch—he was at this time and for a good
many years afterwards very fond of making pen-and-ink
sketches—of his sitting room, in a letter to his mother, still
survives. In the middle is a large table with books and
papers scattered about at one end, while at the other the
tea-things are set out. At the side is a settee, and behind
the settee an upright bookcase, in the same line as the
door. On the other side of the central table, against the
wall, is a small table, with a lamp on it. In the foreground
is an arm-chair, while in the background, between the two
windows, stands an upright reading-desk. There are two or
three pictures on the wall, and there are curtains to the
windows.

Edward Bowen ‘coached ’ at first with Mr. F. Vaughan
Hawkins, Ellioty being his fellow-pupil. But before long
the present Master of Trinity, Dr. H. M. Butler, came into
residence as lecturer, and his help was such that the two
students felt that they could safely dispense with the
customary services of a private ‘coach.” Sir Charles Elliott
writes of the admiration which Edward Bowen’s future
chief excited in both of them by his own beautiful scholar-

! Sir Charles Elliott.
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ship. I well remember our delight in his lectures, and the
enthusiasm he awakened in us when, after setting us some
passage in English poetry or prose to translate, he gave us
his own divinely felicitous version.’” KEdward Bowen was
not long in obtaining his first University distinction. In
1855 he and Fisher divided the honour of obtaining the Bell
Scholarship. In the year following he was elected ascholar
of Trinity, and obtained other distinctions both in his college
and in the wider field of University competition. In the
former he won the theological prize, as well as a prize for a
first-class in the annual examination, while in the latter he
was awarded the Carus Greek Testament prize. In connec-
tion with this memorable success a reminiscence, contributed
by the old schoolfellow ! at Blackheath whose recollections of
him in those earlier days have already been quoted, is not
without its interest. It had been the custom for Mr. Selwyn’s
pupils to learn every week the Gospel and the Epistle for the
Sunday in Greek. Three or four years afterwards Edward
Bowen agreed with his friend that they would continue
what they had begun as boys together and would learn all
St. Paul’'s Epistles in the Greek, and the resolution was
conscientiously carried out; the two constantly writing to
one another to report progress. The knowledge thus gained
must have borne its fruit in the examination for the Carus
prize, as well as in the intimate acquaintance which Edward
Bowen always showed in later years with these New Testa-
ment writings. In 1857 he competed for the Craven
Scholarship, but without success, or indeed any anticipation
of it. ¢Nobody in my year,” he writes to his mother, < has
a shadow of a chance of the Craven.” Another unsuccessful
competition—this time for the Browne Epigrams—brought
him an opportunity for a characteristic piece of generosity.

They fell (writes Professor E. C. Clark) somehow to my lot;
but one of my compositions contained an error in metre, which
had, I suppose, escaped the notice of the examiners, as it had my
own. Bowen was good enough to point this out to me in time to
prevent my publishing the slip in question, and I think we always
regarded one another as friends thereafter.

' Rev. Andrew Wood.
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But the year 1857 was a sufficiently successful one so far
as college honours went. He again obtained the theological
prize, and a first-class in the examination, while he also won
the first English Declamation prize (on Alfred the Great),
the first Liatin Declamation prize (on Judas Maccabaeus), the
first Reading prize in connection with the services in Chapel,
and the Dealtry prize for Greek Testament. He was also
awarded the prize for the best English essay.

This latter was on ‘The Influence of Scenery upon
National Character,” and is a very able piece of work with
some excellent passages in it, though it does not represent
the high-water mark of his Cambridge writing.! Character
is defined by the author to be ‘an union of habits all good ; °
and the common recommendation of ‘a ruling passion’ is
rejected by him. Great reformers may have had one side
of their character brought out into relief ; but if they allowed
themselves to give way to a ruling passion, then, so far as
they did so, it was to the injury of their moral personality as
a whole. Therefore ¢ the true and best study of nature will
tend to remove ruling passions, will destroy impulsiveness,
and substitute earnestness.’

The author then turns somewhat sharply to a considera-
tion of the influence of natural scenery upon religious
conceptions—an influence not to be confounded with that of
the physical peculiarities of the country, which, though at
times closely resembling it, and not always easily distinguish-
able from it, is really of a distinct order. He takes as a
conspicuous example the ideas of hell. In the north, the
Scandinavian conceived of the place of punishment as a
region of eternal ice and snow. In the warm south the idea
took the form of a belief in flames of fire. 8o, too,

the Italian with his wide views and clear horizon, or the Arab,
whose prospect is an unbroken expanse as far as the eye can see,
loves the hollow valley and limited landscape; and so Hell with
him is as wide as Heaven. The mythologist of the North, on the
other hand, encompassed in mountain and mist, finds every land-
scape cramped ; and accordingly he imprisons his demons.

! The essay is printed in full among the Appendices.
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Another influence of scenery is to be found—the writer
of the essay thinks—in the religious impression created by
strong varieties in climate. Rapid alternations in this
respect tend ‘to suggest positive and negative poles of
goodness and power, opposite spirits of good and evil,’
whereas ¢ an equable monotony, or at all events a gradual
variety of climate, is unfavourable to the idea of two oppo-
gsite deities.” And he illustrates this by the Brahmin, the
Hottentots, the tribes toward the extremity of South America
on the one hand, and by the Peruvian, the Esquimaux, the
Scandinavian on the other; while somewhere between the
two come the ancient German, the Chinese, the Persian, the
North American Indian. The writer then touches—no more
—upon the difference between the Greek and Italian scenery
and the corresponding difference between Italian and Greek
character ; and then passes on to urge its importance in the
case of the Jews.

The nature of the Hebrew mind is one which, more than any
other, appears to dwell with peculiar delight upon natural scenery,
and to find a close relation between the event and the scene.
Whether on the weary desert to the promised conquest, or rioting
in the fruitfulness of their treasures, and the hope of years fulfilled ;
whether fighting inch by inch for its progression and recovery,
with the heroism which lifts the Maccabees to the level of the
glorious of the earth, or, as now, outcast and wandering and
hoping again; through every stage of the history, it has been the
land that has been uppermost in their thoughts—the ‘land flowing
with milk and honey,” the land as the garden of God, Sion, Sharon,
Siloa, Lebanon. Did they preserve their ancient allegiance?
Then no feast more hearty than the first-fruits, no sentiment
more binding than gratitude for the good land. Did they fall into
the net of idolatry that surrounded them? Then under every high
grove was an altar built. Did they recover, and fight, and
conquer? They felt everything in nature on their side and against
their foes; the winds and storms helped the people of their choice ;
‘the stars in their courses fought against Sisera. N lyric of
praise but is full of the beauties of the land. No prophecy but is
gtored with lessons and warnings derived from them. And no
study, we may add, is now so popular, and no investigation so
prolific, as that which connects the thoughts and words, the
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history and imagery, of Secripture with the very rocks and valleys
and springs themselves in Palestine.

Two questions suggested by what has gone before are
then brought under some discussion. Firstly, how far is
civilisation antagonistic to the influence of natural scenery ?
Secondly, what effect has Christianity upon that influence ?
The answer given is such as to separate the work of
Christianity in this respect from the work of civilisation.
The meaning of scenery to a nation has been found at its
highest in Jewish life, but the effect of civilisation upon the
Hebrews would necessarily bein an opposite direction ; since
their love of scenery was the outcome of ‘a high objective
tendency ’ given by the Theocracy ‘to the national thoughts,’
and civilisation works rather through * subjectivity.” Butitis
different with Christianity. Unlike civilisation, which ¢is of
little help, if it be not rather detrimental, to the understand-
ing and appreciation of nature,’ it takes and consecrates
those influences which the scene of beauty or grandeur is able
to exercise. It would be strange were it otherwise, since
Christianity claims to be an universal religion bringing every-
thing good within the sphere of its own sanctity.

The argument then turns from the ancient to the modern
world, and first of all to the evidence afforded by the southern
continent of America.

The forests toward the north of this region terminate, some-
what abruptly, about the line of the Orinoco River, and are suc-
ceeded by a totally different species of country. Southward are
the central savannahs of the Apure and Amazon, the boundless,
trackless plains, with not an elevation of any kind as far as the
eye can reach, stretching out in one unbroken landscape for
thousands of miles; few rivers, no trees; but one vast infer-
minable table-land Trom the Amazon to Buenos Ayres, from Per-
nambuco to the Andes. Here there wander the Guachos—
wandered rather, for civilisation is fast encroaching—the nomad
shepherds of South America ; savage tribes, indolent in habit,
though energetic in desires, ferocious, wild, and independent.
Even their language is energetic, rough, and impassioned.
Beyond them, in the far South, are the hardy, fierce, and intract-
able people who inhabit the cold, sterile, pine-clad plains of
Patagonia. On the north and east of the Orinoco, on the other

D
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hand, there dwell, in fixed and settled homes, nations, mild
industrious, easily governed, and easily moulded by European
customs, and devoted to the pursuits of agriculture: the tones of
their language are mild and melodious, and its nature copious and
artificial. Now what are the pictures of nature amongst which
these latter tribes are reared? Do these daily look forth on
dismal plains, a blank horizon, and wild trackless pampas? We
have only to read some traveller's description of the country in
order to picture to ourselves what the character of the people must
be. The rivers, clear and rapid, clothed to the very brink with
luxurious robes of flowers and leaves ; islands hidden from head to
foot in creepers of exquisite brilliancy and diversity; cataracts, in
the foam of which a thousand varying rainbows ever play; never
a cloud to dim the burning sky, never a breeze to fan the motion-
less leaf ; and then the forest, with trees two hundred feet, or more,
in height ; a growth of underwood so thick that the paths of the
wild beasts seem like arches cut in a solid masonry of leaves;
creepers rising above it nearly to the height of the tallest trees; a
rich alluvial mould; the cries of beasts, and the songs of the
birds, never for a moment ceasing—one wild exuberance of life
and vegetation. This is the home of the nations of the North-East.
Can we wonder that when we come to the very tropics themselves,
to the very richest of the rich landscape, to New Grenada and the
Mexican Gulf, there are indolence and luxury, and—in con-
sequence—oppression and cruelty and erime?

Other testimony might be found in the character of the
Swiss, whose independence, energy, domesticity, cheerfulness,
are the natural productions of the mountains, lakes, and
glaciers ; or in Holland, where in view of the dullness and
sameness and orderliness of the scenery we shall not expect
to find ‘the fire and energy of the French or English
character—no lofty spirit, no high aspirations—but honesty,
freedom, religion, system, humanity, love of home.’

The essayist then alludes to some of the more solemn
influences of scenery, as realised by the individual character,
and felt even in moments of fierce temptation :

The gorgeous colours and indescribable distance of ‘a summer
sunset, the best and most elevating picture of the infinity which
in great scenery is not merely a form of speech or custom-
ganctioned method of abbreviating the expression of a system
of feelings hard to describe, but a real and almost tangible truth ;

)
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the deep conscience-suggesting silence of the fields and woods, and
this more impressive perhaps than the thunder—there was silence
in heaven when the final seal was opened; the wholesome un-
ostentatious repose, which can hardly exist elsewhere ; the confirma-
tion we somehow derive from the contemplation of nature of
that most precious possession of modern philosophy, that of which
Protestantism is but the expression in theological language, the
absoluteness of individual existence ; these are some of the things
which help the mind. And the mind needs the help, and is more-
over adequate to receive it. For high and good as nature is, our
souls can nearly reach it even now; and in this it is true, as it is
in climbing the hillside—it is good to consider that most, which we
have just not attained to. And if we penetrate one step deeper
still into the inner life of nature, another and more mysterious
sympathy meets us there; for we learn, and need not be slow to
believe, that Nature herself, somehow, waits upon man, and that
upon some glorious future development of his destinies is depen-
dent the ‘earnest expectation of the creature.’

The writer then points out how, conversely, character will
influence the creation of scenery, as illustrated in Italy, in
Holland, or our own country ; but he does not dwell at any
length upon these points, which have no essential place in
the fabric of his argument. He concludes with a few words
of practical application. The study of nature is a corrective
to the extravagances of the spirit which puts its trust in
civilisation alone. There is a poetry in nature to be set over
against the prose of the purely practical tendencies to which
we are more and more surrendering ourselves. So too there
is to be found in nature what will assist us in the education
of the people. There are some things—such as the value of
simple goodness, or of cultivation of mind—which no books
can teach. But the beneficent influence of nature comes in
to help us, if only we would render it more and more possible
for that influence to make itself felt in the lives of the
working classes.

In short, we may reach the character by the eye and ear; we
may learn ourselves, and make our peoplelearn, as the child learns
—first by his picture book, then by the gardens and meadows, then
by the great world around him.

The essay has, as will be seen, elements of real beauty
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and interest; but it is by no means the equal of another
which dates from the following year, and to which was
awarded the Burney Prize. This prize had been founded
in 1845, and the trust-deed required that the subject selected
for competition should be ‘ on some moral or metaphysical
subject, on the Existence, Nature, and Attributes of God,
or on the Truth and Evidence of the Christian Religion.’
In 1858, when Edward Bowen won it, the subject set by
the Vice-Chancellor had been ¢ The Force of Habit, con-
sidered as an Argument to prove the Moral Government of
Man by God.” It is beyond all question a splendid piece of
work—splendid alike in matter and style. If the essay had
been written by the late Bishop Westcott in his under-
graduate, or early graduate, days, his biographer would have
pointed to it—and with justice—as an earnest of the original
thought and spiritual sincerity which were to characterise
him in after years, and to raise him to a level of pre-eminence
among modern theologians and divines. KEdward Bowen’s
strongly religious nature is shown in every page of this re-
markable composition, as well as the width and extent of his
reading. It is from the pen of a young man of two-and-
twenty, but it is full of suggestiveness, even for the mature
thought of the present day.!

The force of habit is represented by the writer as one of
the greatest of the Divine workmen. It isfound in inanimate
nature; it is found in man ; and the results of its influence
are the kingdom of God and the citizen trained and fitted
for that kingdom. It is with the second of these points
that the essay commences. Can we trace the work of the
force of habit in ourselves ? 'What is its value in connection
with the will and the emotional nature of man? If we can
answer these questions, not indeed completely, for that is
beyond hope—since it is almost impossible distinctly to
classify the influences at work upon the human will, to define
accurately what part of the constitution may be considered
as bearing directly upon the moral nature, and what part
only mediately ’—but at any rate in some measure, then we
may hope to go on to the larger field of the world in which

1 The full text of the essay will be found among the Appendices. -
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we live and move and have our being, and hope to find it
there also. Now it is perfectly clear that in man the force
of habit is found with a twofold energy. It sometimes
will stimulate ; it sometimes will weaken and even deaden.
This double character of its influence is noticeable as regards
both the physical and the moral nature of man. Take
his physical nature first. The force of habit is found
strengthening and increasing the power of action. Outdoor
exercise develops the boy’s frame. The use of an oar does
not occasion, as it becomes habitual, the muscular fatigue
at first felt in connection with it. In other words, in
any matter connected with the body, in which the will is
either consciously or unconsciously involved, the influence of
habit ¢ tends to confirm the operative power.” But it is not
so always. There is an opposite effect when only ¢ feelings’
are involved. The man or woman accustomed to suffering
becomes hardened against pain. The palate which is fed on
sweets is in the course of time unconscious of their sweetness.
So, too, strains of good music will increase in value for one
who deliberately exercises his faculties upon them; but
they will lose by degrees their charm for the hearer who
merely listens and never applies anything beyond his power
of listening. There is an analogy to this double effect
of habit on physical matters in an experiment connected
with physiology. In a newly killed animal, one set of
spinal nerves can be irritated without effect, while if another
set are touched all the limbs in connection with them are
thrown into convulsive movement. The same is true of the
higher nature of man: the force of habit acts diversely.
Certain sensations lose their keenness through it. ¢ Fear sub-
sides, hope sickens, delight palls,’ i.e. so far as fear, hope, and
delight are independent of the will, and are mere animal pro-
ducts. But once the will comes into play, either consciously
or unconsciously, the result is different. It is not necessary
to illustrate the axiom that habit strengthens both the
mental and moral faculties. It has its witness in every
sermon, every seminary. Religious faith is no exception to
the rule, for faith does not exist apart from will. True, faith
is not always to be tied up with the working of conscious
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will. Those who assert such an intimacy of connection ¢ do
violence to the most obvious facts of mental anatomy.” But
Lord Brougham was entirely wrong when in a famous
lecture he went so far as to declare that belief is totally
unconscious. ‘ He either forgot, or disallowed, the fact that,
as unconscious physical actions are engendered by conscious
ones, so the will does act indirectly, though strongly, upon
opinion.” So far, then, the course along which our argument
has brought us is clear enough, and the goal to which we
are led is equally clear. The force of habit extends over
all parts of the human organisation, but the effects of that
force are not identical.

It is not a mere property of the constitution, with a single
action, and bearing no special marks of adaptation to distinguish
it from other faculties or properties; but by a elearly defined law
its influences are separable into two classes according to the sphere
of its operation ; the effect being to stimulate the active powers of .
the mind and body, and weaken and deaden those which are only
passive and extrinsically affected. We have not only a general
property ; we have a specific law pointing to adaptation and design.

‘Whether the law can be found at work in the home of
man, is a question to which there can be but a very partial
answer. Our knowledge of the world is so limited that no
certain results can be obtained in an inquiry of this kind.
Still we are able here and there to apply tests, and the out-
come of these is to satisfy us that there are signs that there
does exist ‘a universal property analogous to human habit.’
(It is in the development of this thesis that the striking
originality of the essay largely consists.) Proofs are con-
stantly accumulating that the laws of space and time are
identical. What is there in the law of space that is sugges-
tive of the force of habit ? The answer is not far to seek—
the law of universal attraction. What is its counterpart
in time? A law which we may speak of as the law of
¢ temporal coherence’ and which is ‘universal throughout
nature.” Incidents affect their immediate consequents, and
such an influence is & powerful one. The influence is less
strong in proportion as the consequents are more distant,
but it is none the less at work. An analogy exists in the
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truth that ‘ every particle of matter affects, firstly and chiefly,
its immediate neighbours, then less strongly those more
remote.” It is a familiar canon that ‘each word we speak
has infinite effects,” though these effects may be hidden from
our ken; just as the infinite effects of moving a pebble
upon the seashore are beyond realisation. In other words,
‘time 1s gifted with the virtue of attraction.” In this
thought we may perhaps see the reconciliation between those
controversialists who find in a cause a real motive power,
and those who declare it to be merely ‘a precedentin time ;’
because if it be true that event attracts event, then ¢an
incident happening in time is hardly dissociable from the
actual idea of a cause.” Here, then, we appear to have what
corresponds closely to the force of habit; and the law which
we seem to have found can be traced in all types of existence
which are lower than human life. Indeed it is connected
with the very sustentation of nature.

Suppose an inanimate object to exist with certain properties.
The continuance of one of them through a moment of time produces
it at the next momens by a sequence or result which is the most
simple form of self-preservation: the simple tendency of the
property is to perpetuate itself. Advancing a step higher in the
scale of nature, the tree shows a more marked, more full, evidence
of this consequence ; the more the sap circulates, the stronger will
be the tree, and the more room will it afford for further development.
And, higher still, in the animals whose life so closely resembles
ours, we find habits which would seem to differ from ours only in
proportion to the difference of intelligence and reason.

These habits in the non-human forms of animal life are
imperfectly developed; but they are an advance upon the
characteristics of vegetable life, though they still lack the
fullness of attalnment which awaits them when the human
level is reached. Coleridge rightly says that ¢ most wonder-
fully doth the muscular life in the insect, and the musculo-
arterial in the bird, imitate and typically rehearse the
adaptive understanding, yea, and the moral affections and
charities of man,” adding that ¢all lower natures find their
highest good in semblances and seekings of that which is
higher and better.” The brute has a side to its nature in
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which action, motives, will, play their ordained part; and
here what we find at work—affecting instinct, affections,
sympathies—is the representation of that law of the force of
habit which we have observed in the human life with which
God has crowned His creation. It may perhaps be asked, in
connection with these thoughts, in what relation this law
(which, as we have seen, makes for self-preservation) stands
to the law of decay and dissolution by which it is thwarted.
The answer seems to be that the law of which we are
speaking is primary, the adverse law secondary. The latter
is ‘ engrafted ' on the former. Our own best sentiment con-
firms what physiologists tell us—*that death and corrup-
tion are no necessary portions or consequents of growth and
vitality, but that they are in fact in the highest sense un-
natural.’

These theories, which we have now, so far, brought to an end,
may perhaps be thought fanciful. But if the word analogy has .
any meaning at all, they are not necessarily untrue. Not only
the holy books, but the pages of nature as well, were written for
our learning. Why, indeed, should we suppose that the world is
governed by different laws from those which govern its inhabitants ?
If in these efforts to obtain half glimpses of some grand law of
conservation we have been able to arrive with any degree of satis-
factory success at a system which connects human action and its
government with the workings of all nature in its various stages
of life and growth, then we shall not have solved the mystery of
responsibility, we shall not have discovered the whole nature of
conscience, but we shall have given grounds for additional study
of the relations of daily acts to the total progress and final destiny
of man.

What is that final destiny? The essayist does not treat
the question as open to any answer but one. It is fitness
for the kingdom of God. That fitness consists in character.
Such was the great message of the Reformation. The
medizeval Church had made salvation a matter of mere acts,
of which some were placed in one scale, and others in the
opposite one, while the Divine judgment was regarded as
determining in which the weight preponderated. Such a
theory of balance was a hopeless one, and was to give place
to another and much deeper :
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Arnold of Brescia had conceived it. Tauler had whispered it
in the ear. Erasmus had spoken it in the closet. Upon the
housetops, indeed, Augustine had proclaimed it; but centuries had
dimmed the voice. Luther found it written in his heart, and gave
it to the world.

The noble conception has found an eloquent exponent in
a modern English theologian :

Not, ¢ What hast thou done?’ (says Trench), but ‘ What art
thou ?” will be the question to every man in that day. Sin is not
exterior to the soul. We form ourselves; we shape ourselves to
truth and righteousness and faith ; by our actions, indeed, we shall
be judged ; but it is not our actions that shall be judged, but our-
selves.

And because salvation is a question for each man of
what he s, therefore the part played by habit in shaping the
destiny of each soul is obvious enough :

By habit, extending to each individual deed, the course of our
lives is bound together by one great moral chain. Its links are
great and small; but there is one for every action. The man who
acts thriftily becomes thrifty, and saves his heritage. The man
who plays the prodigal is soon a prodigal at heart, and cannot
but lose where he might have gained. In no other way than this,
each act of right or wrong bears testimony to the moral will,
develops the moral character, advances steadily and progressively
the moral consummation. Truly in our own selves, no less than
without, we are compassed about with an innumerable company of
witnesses. Of the number are the nameless charities, the silent
heroisms, the impractical, undemonstrative motions of goodness
and love ; of the number, too, is the edmweploraros duapria, the sin
that cleaves like a garment. As surely as the growth of each leaf
changes the form of the tree, so surely does each of these, with a
distinct reality and life of its own, tend, one by one, to form and
mould the man.

And thus development is essential to the moral law—
development doing its work in part through the influence of
babit. By such a train of thought we are led moreover
to realise that punishment in the next world is not some-
thing arbitrary and external, but, like blessedness, the direct
outcome of what a man has been here. Thought cannot
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foretell in what the penalties then to be inflicted will really
consist, but we can say this much at least of each requital,
that it will be ¢ a consequence akin to the crime.’” Another
corollary also follows : ¢ Christianity is a religion of motives.’
It is not so much by the result of an act, as by the aim
which prompted it, that we rise. It isby the efforts made by
will and conscience, not by the actual things done, that we
mount the ladder to final blessedness. Again it follows that
we cannot parcel offences off into sins mortal and sins venial.
Such ‘ minor niceties of arrangement ’ are alien to the simple
laws of morality.

‘We may illustrate this portion of the argument by the
metaphor of a lordly fabric. The foundation is the moral
law. Upon it the workmen, which are habits, rear the
building, which is either a temple of God or an abode of
Satan. But whichever it is, the building stands firm. And
it is in the conception of ¢habit as the architect of the
edifice’ that we have the explanation of what is at first
sight a strange circumstance. ‘Not every act connected
with morality is a conscious one.” There are deeds of splendid
virtue on the one hand, or of dark atrocity on the other,
which seem to proceed from instinct rather than from
deliberate choice ; and yet we hold the author of the deed
fully responsible, and award him praise or blame. Why is
it? Simply because the instinct which actuated him was
the outcome of the force of habit.

We may sum up all in the words of the Psalmist, and
say that in much more than a mere phrase, ¢ His mercy
is over all His works;’ or our conclusion may find its
expression in the great lines of Tennyson :

For so the whole round world is every way
Bound with gold chains about the feet of God.

The instinct of brutes becomes consecrated when it is thought
of as one of the ‘works touched and hallowed by that
wondrous mercy.” Nay, wherever we find ‘the law of
which habit is the human exponent, there also appears the
guiding law, for which “ moral ” is hardly too great a term.’
Habit is the great trainer of men, fitting them for things
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unspeakable. It may of course become our ruin; but it is
our own fault if it be so. ¢But that the gift is for our use
and profit; that by it we rise not only on our dead selves,
but upon our living selves as it were, to higher things; that
it carries engraven upon it the express sentence of the
Divine will for our moral progress and perfection—this it is
enough for us to know.’

The final passage of the essay is one of singular force
and beauty :

The end of such an investigation as the present can never be
unmeaning to ourselves. We can never aftempt to attain a
clearer sight of an ordinance of Divine goodness, without finding
and consecrating to ourselves if it be but the dust of the chamber
of heavenly wisdom. Such considerations as these may tell us
much, even though the speculation should be crude and the
analysis imperfect. They tell us that if we are living under a
paramount dispensation of right and wrong, so surely an atmo-
sphere of moral significance breathes in the smallest acts of our
will ; that habit, if it be no more, is the link which connects the
meanest of ordinary deeds with the great laws which are a
Theocracy over the hearts of all men. We exempt no person and
no act from their influence ; we believe that they rule the earth;
that as ‘the world is so framed by the word of God, that the
things which meet our eyes consist not of mere objects of sense,’
so they have rather their subsistence on the mind of a God whose
prime law in our hearts is the sense of moral duty, the essence of
that education and that Divine economy by which the whole course
‘of His * Church,” however wide be the issues of that word, is not
only ¢ governed,” but ‘sanctified.’

In 1858, too, came the critical examination for the
Classical Tripos. Edward Bowen was supposed by many to
have the best chance of the much coveted distinction of
Senior Classic, and he had ventured himself to entertain
hopes of the splendid reward. But the honour was to go
elsewhere; and if a short undated note, written to his
mother in the course of some examination, refers to this
particular one, as it almost certainly does, he felt himself
that his work had not been throughout it all that he could
have wished. ¢The examination is over to-morrow. Ihave
been doing not quite so well as I expected. I did very badly
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at first, but have been recovering it rather since.” None
the less, the blow, when it came, was a very heavy one.
The present Professor E. C. Clark was senior, two others
were bracketed equal second; Edward Bowen was only
fourth. He spoke of it years afterwards to a pupil as ‘the
greatest disappointment of his life;’ and so stunned was he
by it that he never remembered, as long as he lived, what
happened to him on the day when the lists came out, beyond
having a vague idea that he had been to a theatre in the
evening. At the same time he felt in later manhood, when
be looked back calmly upon the matter, that the comparative
failure had never made the smallest difference to his career.
There is one slight example of his work during this unfor-
tunate examination which may be quoted here. Ifwas given
by him to the same pupil to whom he spoke, about a quarter
of a century afterwards, of the grievousness of his vexation.
It is a rendering into English verse of Euripides’ ‘Helena,’ .
1107-1131.
Bird that lovest a place of rest
In the boughs of the leafy cover,
A temple of song is thy quiet nest,
And thy tearful melody thrilleth best
From thy bower all shaded over.
Cowe, come, come, with thy throat of gold,
And thy tuneful mellow cadence,
Come tell us the sorrow that must be told,
And the thrilling tale of tears unfold,
And the woe from the spears of Hellas rolled
On Helen of Troy’s sad maidens.
He came from the plains of Troy, he came,
Borne over the surging waters,
And with him the bridal bed of shame,
And the queen the fairest in mortal fame
Of Lacedemonia’s danghters.
Greeks fell by the spear-head’s brazen blow ;
Greeks fell by the strong shower; !
Greeks people the gloomy world below,
And their wives uproot their hair for woe ;
No palace since long and long ago
Knows ever a bridal hour.
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Of another scene at another while
The Capharid rocks have spoken ;

One arm slew many by cruel guile,

One hand uplifted the beacon pile
And lighted the traitor token.

In the twelve months that followed the Tripos examina-
tion he gained another University prize essay—on the
character of William ITI.,! and in 1859 the last honour that
his college could give him—election to a Fellowship.

Edward Bowen’s position in the University as one of the
most distinguished and brilliant of the undergraduates was
also recognised by his election to the ‘Apostles’—a very
select and private coterie, to which none but the most
intellectual men belonged ; and one of his most famous
songs in after years—‘ Giants’—was perhaps based on an
essay that he wrote for this society. Another and a very
different club, in which throughout his career as an under-
graduate he took much interest, and from which he derived
much pleasure, was the Cambridge Union. This society, it
need hardly be said, did not in those days possess its present
buildings, but held its weekly meetings in ‘an old cramped
building in Green Street, terribly hot and ill ventilated.’
Here, however, there were many vigorous debates, especially
on current politics ; and in these Edward Bowen frequently
took an active part. He is not remembered as in any way
an orator; he spoke quickly and eagerly, even jerkily, and
with considerable vivacity of gesture ; but his speeches had
much success. His great and well-merited reputation and
the comparative maturity of his opinions gave him a stand-
ing among his contemporaries which insured for him
attention and respect, while his charm of manner more than
atoned for any-faults attaching to his utterance. The
subjects of his speeches are shown from the minnte-book of
the Union, and they are of interest as throwing considerable
light on his views at this time. It will be noticed that his
dislike of aggression, his sympathy with weaker Powers, and
his desire for peace, marked him during this undergraduate
period at the University as all through the rest of his life.

! No copy of this has been preserved.
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But in home matters there was in these earlier days a vein
of anti-Liberalism which found no part in the political
opinions of his later and mature years. His first speech
was on May 1, 1855, when the present Speaker of the
House of Commons! moved ‘ That the party commonly called
“ Cobdenite ” has done the country good service.” To this
Edward Bowen led the opposition. He does not seem to
have spoken again until six months afterwards, when he
moved, with the present Master of Trinity (Dr. H. M.
Batler) in the chair,  That the present time is so favourable?
for the re-establishment of peace, that it is the duty of the
Western Powers to show themselves ready to negotiate with
Russia for that object.” A week afterwards (November 27,
1855) he spoke, late in a debate, against a motion, ¢ That the
present attitude of Sardinia affords the best hope for the
freedom of Italy.’® In the Lent Term of 1856 he was elected
Vice-President of the Society, and President of the Library .
Committee, the latter position being one for which he was,
through his unusual literary gifts and knowledge, especially
fitted, and in which he is remembered as having done good
service. On February 5, 1856, he supported a motion,  That
the proposals accepted by Russia contain the basis of an
honourable peace.” The week following he spoke in favour
of the abolition of the income tax as ¢ both unjust in theory
and absurd in practice.” The following week the present
Right Hon. J. W. Mellor moved, ¢ That Lord John Russell
deserves the gratitude of his country.’” From this Edward
Bowen was the leading dissentient. In Mayof that year he
opposed—and his opposition was a forecast of his later
antagonism to a ¢ forward’ policy in India—a motion, ‘ That
the annexation of Oude was a justifiable and laudable act
on the part of the British Administration in India.’* A

! The Right Hon. W. C. Gully.

2 Sebastopol had fallen in the preceding September.

* Sardinia had joined the Allies against Russia, sending a forge of some
15,000 men to the Crimea. Cavour hoped in this way to secure the friendship
of France in his struggle with Austria.

* The consent of the Court of Directors to the annexation had reached Lord
Dalhousie at midnight on January 2. Outram’s mission and the deposition of
the king had taken place in the following month.
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fortnight later he opposed a motion—strangely enough in
view of his subsequent opinions—* That the admission of
Dissenters to the full privileges of the Universities would be
a just and right measure.”! In the October term of 1856 he
was elected President; but the week before he took the
chair he moved a resolution against ‘ The threatened inter-
ference of England and France at Naples’ as contrary to
‘the true principles of international justice.” In the last
debate of that term he left the chair to oppose a motion,
moved by the present Archbishop of Sydney, ¢ That the
interference of the King of Prussia with the affairs of
Neufchétel is unwarrantable and unjust.” On February 23,
1857, a motion was made by the present Rev. Chancellor
Lias (Rector of East Bergholt, near Colchester), * That the
establishment under proper supervision of religious brother-
hoods and sisterhoods would be advantageous.’” Edward
Bowen supported the proposition, being doubtless impelled
to do so by the strong philanthropic sentiment which
would commend to his sympathies any associations de-
voting themselves to work among the poor and outcast.
His Conservatism, however, comes out again a week later,
when he opposes a proposition to extend the franchise to ten-
pound householders in the counties. On March 10 and 17
of that year (1857) there was a long discussion on a resolution
that ¢ This House would regret a change at the present time
in her Majesty’s Government.’? Edward Bowen, who, then
as always, detested the military spirit, spoke against the

! The matter was then before Parliament. ¢In the Cambridge Act, which
followed in 1856, all other degrees except in divinity were also freed from the
test, though not so as to confer a vote in the Senate, for which a declaration of
Church membership was still required. These very limited concessions to the
national demand were, in fact, as their enemies regarded them, ¢ the thin end
of the wedge.” Few Dissenters as yet were induced to matriculate at Oxford;
but a good many entered Cambridge, some of whom graduated with high
honours. Thus a fresh nucleus of agitation was created within the University,
and a fresh argument was supplied to those who were contending for reform ’
(Prof. Campbell’s Nationalisation of the Old English Universities, pp. 911.).

2 The Government of Lord Palmerston had just been defeated on Mr.
Cobden’s motion condemning the proceedings in China, consequent on the
geizure of the ‘Arrow.”’ The dissolution which followed brought Lord
Palmerston back with a large majority.
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motion. So, too, he spoke against a motion made shortly
afterwards by the present Sir George Trevelyan, ‘That
capital punishment enforced uniformly, and without appeal,
would be a just and efficient check on the crime of murder.’
In the Lent Term, 1858, he spoke—the Conservative side of
his mind again asserting itself—against a motion declaring the
recent suppression of public journals by the Emperor of the
French to be ¢ an impolitic and tyrannical measure;’! while
shortly afterwards he again showed his severance from the
¢jingo ’ feeling of the time by opposing (in his last speech) a
motion, ¢ That the measure proposed by Lord Palmerston for
the alteration of the law against conspiracy is inopportune
and uncalled for.” 2

Additional light is thrown on his political opinions and
ideals by a paper—ably and vigorously written, though some-
what slight, and obviously the outcome of spare moments—
which he contributed in 1858, the year of his degree and
of the Burney Prize Essay, to ‘ Academica,” an ephemeral
Cambridge magazine, on the subject of ‘ Modern War.’ 3
The salutary effect of war upon selfishness and corruption
at home seems to the essayist to be overstated in such a
poem as Tennyson’s  Maud.” Commercial prosperity makes
for the boon of material happiness, and until it is shown that
such prosperity is the parent of crime, let us seek for it.
The love of fighting is part of our brute instincts, and it is
no part of the duty of the Christian Church to stimulate and
encourage them. As regards the Crimean War itself, the
essayist believes it to have been defensible on moral grounds.
It was undertaken against aggression in defence of the
common welfare. Russia had ¢ attacked an individual part
of the common body of European interest, which it was our
duty to defend.” The object, therefore, of the war was such
as to ennoble the efforts made to carry it on. On the other
hand, mere selfishness, or a coarse pride in strength, degrades

! Orgini’s attempt to assassinate the French Emperor had been made early
in that year (January 14).

? Lord Palmerston’s Bill made conspiracy to murder a felony in England, as
already in Ireland, and punishable with transportation. It was defeated on

Mr, Milner Gibson’s amendment, and Lord Palmerston resigned in consequence.
* The essay will be found among the Appendices. :
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military undertakings, even when those undertakings are
exemplified in an Alma or an Inkermann. The writer then
passes on to praise with enthusiasm Lord Clarendon’s sug-
gestion at the Congress of Paris that mediation should be
generally employed as a substitute for the arbitrament of
arms.

Well spoken, representative of England ! Isnot this a positive
gain? May we not presume that we have here the germ of a
system which after years and years may lead us, in spite of all the
‘Mauds’ that can be written, to cast our hopes, not on the
coming of a Russian fleet against Portsmouth, but on the steady
and unselfish working of honest diplomacy, and very possibly a
multitude of those processes of civilisation which more than one
parliamentary orator would call hypocrisies and shams ?

The essayist goes on to argue that the war in the Crimes
had been too far off to bring to this country much improve-
ment socially and politically. It was not as when the
Armada threatened England in the sixteenth century. Then
the result had been national unity where previously there
had been discord and party divisions. Then, under the
gathering of the storm over the land itself, there came the
healing of internecine quarrels and the repair of broken bonds
and the transformation of enmities into alliances. These
results had been excellent; but valuable and important as
they were, they had been purchased at a very high price.
Nor was the price one which must perforce be paid for them.
The existing generation had a better and stronger substitute
for war by which to rise above its present level. It might
seem a poor thing to have to work by means of statistics and
blue-books and debates and diplomacy, but these might do
at least as much for England as an invasion by the French.
The path of peace and of commercial activity did not lead
away from the true goal of a great country.

It is not that the nation has changed ; it is not that its work
has degenerated ; it is but that civilisation hag brought its fruits;
and among them we reckon a gravity of political action, which may
indeed appear to obliterate the freshness of popular energy, but
leaves in its stead the possibility of equal vigour combined with a
recognition of the laws which have altered, we believe for good,

E
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the relations which we bear man to man, and nation tQ nation.
We are going on in a path which is not averse to energy, and
not repugnant to honesty; we have openings wider and wider
every day for the lover of his country to do it what good he may.
If we wish, then, to go on and advance till we approach more
nearly, and as nearly as may here be, to the form of a perfect
nation, if we desire that

¢ —noble thought be freer under the sun,
And the heart of the nation beat with one desire,’

let us ennoble that desire, and strive to enrich that thought, not
in a mere outward enthusiasm caught from some instinet of the
sinews, but by those means which are prepared by the onward
progress of humanity for the use and benefit of nations which
recognise their highest happiness in the quiet routine of
civilisation.

But during these years of undergraduate life Edward
Bowen was not merely a scholar, an essay writer, and a
debater. He was then, as afterwards, an untiring athlete.
He does not indeed appear to have played much cricket at
Cambridge—* Willow the XKing’ was a monarch whose
reign over his interests had not yet commenced—but he was
in the Eight of the Second Trinity Boating Club, a society
which has now for some time been extinct, but which was
then a flourishing institution composed to a considerable
extent of reading men. J. 8. Thomas, to whom reference
has already been made, was another member of the crew.
Neither he nor Edward Bowen was & really first-rate oar ;
but each was a genuine enthusiast, and ¢such was the work
that their zeal did’ that Second Trinity rapidly rose until
the boat was within one place of the headship of the river.

Edward Bowen was, too, a zealous skater, and is said
to have skated on one occasion from Cambridge to King’s
Lynn. At another time he skated from Cambridge to Ely
and back twice in the same day. But walking was his
favourite pastime, a frequent companion being Elliptt. The
two both delighted in Ely, and their first long walk together
had for its object what, says Sir Charles Elliott, ‘was a
sort of Mecca to us.” Their longest tramp was from Cam-
bridge to London.



A MEMOIR 51

I am not likely (writes the same correspondent) to forget how
tender the soles of my feet became towards the end, and how piti-
tully, but vainly, I entreated him, when the first hansom came in
sight, to accept the doctrine that we had reached Liondon, though
we had not arrived at the place which he marked down as the
limit of our journey.

His most celebrated walk, however—and one very rarely
accomplished—was a little later, and was taken in company
with another friend than Elliott, who had then gone to India.
The walk was from Cambridge to Oxford; and the time
occupied over the feat was twenty-six consecutive hours,
beginning at midnight, Edward Bowen having been delayed
towards the end for some four hours by the unfortunate
breakdown of his companion, whom he had to leave behind,
and without whom he finished the great effort. He some-
times in after days spoke of the completeness for the moment
of his exhaustion. Body and nerves were both utterly tired
out. Opposite St. Mary’s Church—it was about two o’clock
in the morning—he leaned heavily for a few minutes against a
lamp-post. A policeman came up and doubted his condition.
¢ Where have you come from ? ’ was the query. ¢Cambridge,’
was the weary answer, which scarcely reassured the officer
of justice. However, he fortunately succeeded, in some way
or other, in satisfying the suspicions of his questioner, and
crawled on to his hotel. It says a great deal for his power
of recovery that he was next morning not much the worse
for all that he had gone through. The achievement was
one of which he was naturally proud, and when at Harrow
he used to encourage the more athletic of his pupils to
imitate it; and two or three of them have succeeded in
following in his steps—but only two or three.

There is no need to say how deep was his affection
throughout his life for Cambridge. The thoughts of such
days—with the one sad exception of the day of the publica-
tion of the lists—could never be unwelcome or distasteful
to him. That period was to him, as to so many others, a
beloved memory. There was often thitherwards that retro-
spect, that glance into the past, of which he speaks in one
of his songs :

E2






A MEMOIR 53

II

As his Cambridge career drew to its close, Edward Bowen
had more than one offer of scholastic work. He chose to
go as assistant master to Marlborough, then a new school,
of which Dr. Bradley, afterwards Dean of Westminster,
was the head. Dr. Bradley had been Charles Bowen’s tutor
at Rugby, and he was only too glad of the opportunity of
securing the services of his old pupil’s brilliant brother.
But Marlborough masterships were then ill paid, and Dr.
Bradley was ever ready to help, as far as he could, his
subordinates to posts in richer schools. Edward Bowen’s
stay there lasted less than a single term. He seems to have
commenced his work in the middle of the school quarter, and
he had not been there a month when promotion to a
mastership at Harrow followed. Dr. Bradley had sung his
praises to Dr. Vaughan, when the latter was on a visit, with
the result that an offer had at once been made to Edward
Bowen to join the Harrow staff. Of these few weeks at
Marlborough some scanty gleanings are derivable from a
letter sent by Edward Bowen to a friend. The letter is
interesting, for in the first place it shows that he had, like
others, his early difficulties in discipline to contend with—
difficulties which followed him to Harrow ; and in the second
place we see in if his feeling as to the comradeship which
should exist between boys and masters—a feeling which was
to find practical expression at Harrow.

Having been intellectually employed for the whole of the last
twelve hours, with the exception of three short meals, I take up as
a change the occupation of writing to you. ... I came down
about a fortnight ago ; and leave in about three weeks more—that
is to say, what is left of me will then leave ; for with these morn-
ing chapels and small boys I am getting quite the pelican upon
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the housetop, which withereth afore it be dried up, or any other
natural phenomenon expressive of prolonged and fatal exertions.
I am not doing the Sixth, as you suppose, but only a form of
some small boys, the most blessed young rascals I ever came
across, and a few of the Sixth to coach privately. The latter are
better than I should have expected; the former I can’t draw a
more terrible picture of, than by saying they are precisely like what
I conceive myself to have been when at the age of about thirteen.
I am thinking of astonishing them with one or two bursts of severity
of a ferocious order. I sit up every night practising a look of
authority before the looking glass; and my friends tell me it
becomes me quite naturally.

As to liking it, one can’t feel oneself in Paradise when one has
to work like this; but it is very pleasant, only I am getting rather
to wish it was over. Fact is, I am trying to read for myself too,
and the two don’t get on. . . . You say, what do I think of it? I
confess, I think the system extremely good, in fact nearly perfect;
the only thing is that it cannot be entirely acted up to. A house
I think a mistake, and the boys are altogether too crowded, the
place too small; and I should think the Headmaster’s position
was not very pleasant, but the masters associating together, and
mixing so much with the boys, is first-rate. There is something to
my taste quite delightful in having a fellow in to tea in the evening
and setting him an imposition the first thing next morning; or
keeping him in the first part of the afternoon, and playing cricket
with him the second—quite what a master’s work should be. ...
If you had any bowels of compassion, you would write to a fellow
who was a miserable galley slave, at least once a week—say
every Toosday for instance; and the first time you do so tell him
about your movements, and give him a tip or two about the place,
and what your views on detention are, and what is the best mode of
conducting preparation, which institution I hereby solemnly de-
nounce and execrate. . . . If this epistle is interesting to you, it will
speak volumes in favour of your attachment to Marlborough ;
for the fact is, I am so sleepy that I don’t know what I have been
writing, and I am going to bed, and I hate morning chapel, and
am your affectionate friend.

It must have been shortly after this letter that!Edward
Bowen sent a brief note (undated) to his mother giving her
the list of Fellows elected to Trinity, which had just been
published, and also telling her of the proposal with regard
to Harrow which had been made to him:
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Vaughan has just offered me a mastership at Harrow. To
begin at Christmas ; a low form, with light work, which is an ad-
vantage. Vaughan guarantees 300!. for the first year, and promises
that it shall not be less at all events afterwards. What do you
think ? I rather incline towards taking it.

A little later on he writes again to her:

I came back yesterday from my visit to Vaughan-—a very short
one—but just enough to assure me there was such a place as
Harrow. I like Vaughan very much; even more than I had ex-
pected. The place is small, on the top of a hill, and the school
externally nothing very imposing; pretty chapel; one good
sermon from Vaughan; another of horrible and preternatural
dullness from some other master. Of course some of the masters
are somewhat more advanced in years than the Marlborough men ;
in fact, I sha'm’t have a soul in the place of my own age within four
years either way.

They hold out dismal prospects of the expensiveness of the
place. The absence of lodgings is quite singular; not a single
furnished lodging in the place vacant that they know of. All the
openings for a bachelor are: (1) unfurnished apartments over a
shop, with no entrance except through it, and the unpleasant
possibility always before one’s eyes of having one’s furniture
distrained for rent; (2) some way from the school a small
wooden house of the style, though not the grand appearance, of
that one in the Isle of Wight; for which the charge is, unfurnished,
401. a year including tazes. It doesn’t matter what one hag for
half a year, or a year, to begin with, as other things may turn
up. I rather think I shall take No. 1 if I hear of nothing better.
‘Mrs. Vaughan was very kind. . . .

This letter seems to dispose of one tradition which has
adhered at Harrow to Edward Bowen’s first appearance
there. It was whispered—so runs the legend—as the un-
known visitor was seen in chapel that he was ¢the new
master,” and that he had just walked over from Cambridge.
There is a further story that after chapel he set out to walk
back again, but lost himself in the dark in the neighbour-
hood of St. Albans. It seems pretty clear, however, that
he had not come from Cambridge at all, but from Marl-
borough, and that he returned there immediately.!

! Edward Bowen, however, had, as has already been mentioned, walked
from Cambridge to Liondon in his undergraduate days.
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It was, then, in January 1859 that Edward Bowen entered
on his work at Harrow, which was to last over a period of
forty-two years, terminating only with his life—a period ¢ to
which,” writes a colleague, ¢ for its wide-spread influence, its
versatile brilliance, and its unselfish strenuousness, it would
be difficult, if not impossible, to find a parallel” He was at
once thoroughly happy in his profession, though his troubles
with regard to the maintenance of order continued for a
short while. Thus he writes again to his mother:

I am getting on all right; began work absolutely on Thursday,
and am now fairly into it. I have thirty-three small boys, from 11
to 16, to instruct in Homer, Ceesar, and the like, who are, I suppose,
pretty much like all other boys, of a playful nature, and generally
uncontrollable. The only way is to bully them tremendously at
first, but it is easier in theory than practice.

One who was a couple of terms afterwards in his form,
and who is now himself a well-known public schoolmaster,?
bears out in a letter this confession of perplexities in the
matter of discipline :

In those days he was no disciplinarian, and ¢ quem virum’s '—
his favourite punishment was this ode—flew about freely without
much effect. But he soon acquired the power of control, and no
one who knew him later would ever suspect his earlier difficulties.

Edward Bowen had only just completed the first twelve
months of his new work, when a critical hour in the fortunes
of the School suddenly struck. Dr. Vaughan resigned. His
headmastership had lasted over a term of fifteen years, in
which time he had been ‘in every sense the restorer of
Harrow.” The numbers had increased from 69 to 469 ; and the
reputation of the School had risen from its lowest, almost to
its highest, level. For Dr. Vaughan as a headmaster Edward
Bowen ever had the greatest admiration. He would say of
him that ‘Vaughan invented discipline.” The orderliness
of the School arrangements, and the good conduct,of the
boys, were to his mind the especial results of that term of
government ; and they were results that were enduring. Of
his personal relations with the great headmaster in after

! Mr. H. Richardson, of Marlborough.
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years it is not necessary to say anything in detail. They are
sufficiently shown by the fact that when Dr. Vaughan was
buried (in the autumn of 1897) it was Edward Bowen who
read the Lesson.

The crisis in the history of the School was a grave one,
and it was with much anxiety that the decision of the
governing body as to Dr. Vaughan’s successor was awaited.
The choice fell upon an old Harrovian, himself the distin-
guished son of a former headmaster of the School. The
completeness with which that choice was justified is univer-
sally acknowledged. The whole public-school world knows
the character of the twenty-five years’ headmastership of
Dr. H. M. Butler, and is aware how successfully he continued
and developed the work of his predecessor. For a quarter
of a century the School was privileged to have the advan-
tages of his scholarship, his spirituality, his lovable character,
his personal charm, his devotion to a great calling. Edward
Bowen had been a warm advocate of the appointment upon
which the governors determined. As has been said, he had
been a pupil of Dr. Butler’s at Cambridge, and he had learned
there to appreciate his new chief’s high attainments. Twenty-
five years of colleagueship and close friendship were now to
commence for him, in which his own reputation was to be
born and to grow almost to its fullest and ripest manhood.
In the greatness and increase of that reputation few,
if any, had truer joy and pride than the Headmaster,
whose chivalry and magnanimity rendered impossible the
jealousy which a small and mean man might have felt,
and who was always eager to recognise and publish abroad
the brilliancy and success of his subordinate. Through all
those many many ¢ months of worry and work’ some diver-
sities of view could scarcely fail perhaps to arise at times;
but whatever the minor differences of opinion that may now
and again have asserted themselves over questions of school
management, they were never such as to over-cloud the
sunshine of their personal friendship.

Edward Bowen found at Harrow traditions as to the
relations of masters and boys somewhat different from those
which he had welcomed at Marlborough. The Harrow
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masters were an older and consequently a more conservative
set of men ; and they did not as a rule permit, much less
encourage, that intimacy between masters and pupils which
is now a generally recognised feature in public-school life.
It is true that attempts were being made by two or three of
the younger and fresher members of the staff to break down
a barrier which was both unreasonable and mischievous, but
there was a strong opposition in favour of its retention as
necessary to discipline and to the dignity of the teacher. So
far did this opposition go, that Edward Bowen was remon-
strated with on one occasion by a senior colleague for walking
to his house in conversation with two or three boys. His
own strong feeling was of course all the other way, and he
soon showed it in a set of verses entitled, ¢ The Battle of the
Bolts,” of which the exact date is uncertain, but which un-
questionably comes from these early years. The satire is
descriptive of a meeting of the gods (the masters), in which
the subject of their dealings with mortals (the boys) comes
under discussion. Olympus is aware that all is not right, and
that a revision of policy is in some sort desirable. Their
authority over mortals is not what it was. The bolts are
not feared as they once were, and as they ought to be.
What is to be done? The various deities give their opinions,
the council being exceedingly disturbed at a revolutionary
suggestion from Mercury, ¢ Suppose we turn human.” Under
the masks of the several gods the faces of various masters
are of course to be recognised. Mercury is Edward Bowen
himself, and his suggestion, which causes so much alarm
and distress among his celestial colleagues, represents the
young master’s view of the attitude of sympathy and
familiarity which the teacher should adopt towards the
taught. The following are the verses, which are given in
their entirety ; for though the fun is perhaps here and there
a little merciless, it is not of a character to give any real
pain, even if the identification of the speakers pe satis-
factorily established. The verses show, too, beneath all the
banter and levity which characterise them externally, the
struggle of two ideals. ¢The old order’ is seen ¢yielding
place to new;’ not, however, lest one good custom should
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corrupt the world,” but because bad customs, however sin-
cerely and earnestly upheld, are not invincible, and—as
another poet has reminded us—*the forts of folly’ will at
last ¢ fall.’

THE BATTLE OF THE BOLTS

A FRAGMENT

To the gods of Olympus ’twas Jupiter spoke;

His previous orations had ended in smoke :

But to-night, he declared, he had called them together
On matters more pressing than diet or weather.

He had felt—to be candid—profoundly convineed,
Since the council last sat—here his majesty winced—
That, for obvious reasons, the present relation

Of heaven to earth needed—modification ;

Bat if each of their godheads would make a suggestion,
With a view to throw light on this intricate question,
He earnestly hoped it might aid them to find

Some means of regaining their hold on mankind.

He felt—with regret, he must own, to the last—

That his @gis was numbered with things of the past.
Nowadays, when it flashed on Olympus’ top summit,
Men peered through their glasses, and called it a comet!
None cared for the Gorgon ; and as for the bolts,

They were obsolete quite, beside Whitworth's or Colt’s.
He had tried them last year; but, of all his sharp-shooting,
The only effect was to set mortals hooting.

Besides, it was whispered that some of their number
Had come to regard them as nothing but lumber.
Grave rumours had reached him—he hoped they were fibs—
That Mars had not scrupled to christen them ‘squibs;’
Nay, had modelled himself an infernal machine—

On a plan ¢ scientific'—whate'er that might mean :
Which, as novelties here were tabooed by the laws,.
Had gone off down on earth with the greatest applause.
The gods would remember how, ages ago,

Some villain stole matches for mortals below ;

(If not, he might briefly remind them, ’twas then

That Mercury pilfered tobacco from men).

He referred to the case, since he had an impression

All troubles were due to that fatal concession ;
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Indeed, he had never found mortals refractory

While Vulean’s was still the one bolt-manufactory.
But now that mankind had discovered a means

To menace the skies from their own magazines,

The louder he thundered, the faster he nodded,

The greater the scorn that was heaped on his godhead ;
And do what he would to uphold his dominion,

It was hopeless to fight against—Public Opinion.

He paused ; but instead of the usual Babel,
The council sat mum, and looked hard at the table ;
Till Pluto, as lord of the lower domain,
Broke silence at length in the following strain :

“Your godheads will hardly consider it strange
If T own my opinion averse to all change.
The rule I have followed has always been this,
That what has been is best for the subjects of Dis.
Beneath my own sceptre the least disaffection
Is nipped in the bud by remorseless correction ;
Nay, some have been doomed, beyond hope of appeal,
Like the culprits of old, to the stone and the wheel.
As regards our defences, I beg to declare,
They are still in my judgment as good as they were;
Men talk of their needle-guns, science, and stuff:
Why, let them invade us, we’'ve powder enough !
Time was, when your majesty’s thunderbolt flashed
On braggarts confounded, and Titans abashed.
"Tis potent as ever; be deaf to this din;
We shall find it a fatal mistake to give in.
If aught be amiss, the young gods are in fault,
Whom I've always considered unworthy their salt.
While Mars perseveres in such frivolous scenes
As the firing of pop-guns and other machines,
No wonder irreverent mortals declare
That we bowl without bloodshed, and live without care.
But are we such lack-wits? Can no one propose
Some fun in the way of bombardment or blows ?
Some foray or fisticuff, sally or siege, ]
A rouge or a scrummage, a squash or a squeedge?
Here’s Mercury ready top-booted and spurred—
Let him go down to earth, look about, and bring word.
Daddy Vulean meanwhile might be shaping your bolts
On the latest improvement in Whitworth’s or Colt’s :
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And Ganymede too might be spared from the cup
To take your old agis, and polish it up.’

Thus warily spoke he, while, elbow on hip,
Mars glared at him restlessly, biting his lip ;
Nor yet had the thunder-cloud passed from his brows,
When Juno arose, and thus rated her spouse :

¢ Ye faint-hearted craven, ye timorous dolt,
I'd just like to see ye dispense with your bolt.
What else are ye king for? Was this what ye said
When I gave you my hand, and consented to wed ?
There’s conspiracy somewhere—and that’s what it means—
I knew what 'ud come of infernal machines.
And let me tell Mars, that, if I catch him near,
T'll trounce him, I will, with a box on each ear.
Turn traitor indeed, and not blush to avow it !
Well, if I was his father, I wouldn’t allow it !’

And more had she said, but an ill-concealed laugh
From Hebe behind cut her lecture in half ;
And Jove, who was glad to be rid of her slang,
Tipped Neptune a wink to commence his harangue.

The earth-shaker rose, and, appeasing the storm,
Gave his hearty support to the cause of reform.
He was loth, he confessed—who would quarrel with ladies ?—
To dissent toto mari from Here and Hades:
But felt that, at least in a nautical quarter,
Their logic would hardly be thought to hold water.
He avoided dry land ; but from what he had heard,
He was sure that the hurling of bolts was absurd.
Despising himself the old method of war,
He had quite discontinued his trident and car,
And chosen, in place of the old bugaboo,
To paddle his*way in the agile canoe.
If it were not presumptuous to offer advice,
He should move to abolish the bolts in a trice.
No doubt other gods would bring forward their schemes ;
He believed in a system of telegraphemes,
As the best by which Jove might discover his will,
And the flash of the lightning be utilised still.
Let a parley be held : it might then be arranged
That the old constitution of things should be changed.
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Olympus must sacrifice something : till then
It was useless to fret for the oxen of men.

Then peering about her, half-twinkle, half-scowl,
Spake Pallas, grey-eyed and demure as her owl :
¢ Had it been our good fortune to guess that the cause
Of our meeting to-night appertained to the laws,
We had come better armed to so weighty a session,
And spoken at length with our usual discretion.
As it is, we refrain : on a future occasion
We shall hope to make up for to-night’s moderation.
Yet ere we sit down, we would beg to endorse
What the last speaker urged with such eloquent force ;
The more, that ourselves have so long recommended
The very same system for which he contended.’

So saying, she paused with a satisfied air,
And Bacchus addressed himself next to the chair.
Quoth he, ‘ By my beard '—’twas a prominent feature—
¢ Man is but a stupid, tho’ excellent, creature.
On a cranium so thick, that your majesty’s thunder
Should fail of its proper effect, is no wonder;
But how, if the order of things were reversed,
And, instead of his skull, we appealed to his thirst?
"Tis said that the gods, by their nectar reclined,
Contentedly bowl at the heads of mankind;
I move—as this course only renders them thicker—
That we lay by our bolts, and try hurling our liquor.’

He ceased, and a general titter ensued ;
Some even maliciously whispered, ‘ He’s screwed.’
Jove saw he was drowsy, so nodded his head,
And the comical god tottered early to bed !

Next Vulean, who halted on one of his pins,
Delivered his mind against everyone’s shins :
Called Mars an impostor, and Neptune ‘old buffer,’
And vowed that the trade of Olympus would suffer.
Week in and week out, let alone other wrongs,
He had slaved in Jove’s armoury hammer and tongss
Had sweated and smelted, had battered and blown,
To perfect his art in support of the throne ;
Till, for certain effect and spontaneous ignition,
There was nothing to equal the bolt-composition.
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And now to be shelved by a radical clique !

What god could endure to sit quietly meek,

And hear, without feeling his vitals grow warm,

Rank treason discussed in the name of Reform ?

He believed that mankind were a turbulent lot,

Whose insolent gibes must be checked by hot shot.

There was nothing, depend on’t, would awe them to silence,
But a high-handed system of organised vi’lence.

Then Mulciber spouted, defiantly game,
Till Mars murmured, ¢ Question,’ and Bacchus cried, ¢ Shame !’
Apollo rose next, with his usual suavity,
And balanced each word on its centre of gramty
“’Tis patent to any intelligent mind,
That mortals are leaving Olympus behind :
All earth is progressive; we only cling fast
To the ruins and rags of an obsolete past.
The gods are aware I prefer to adduce
Philosophical reasons against an abuse.
Let us seek for a 7éhos—but no, ’tis so late,
A Té os had better be put to debate.’

Then Mars gat him up, and a shudder ran round,
For his speech fell as hail when it leaps on the ground.
His points they were vivid, his metaphors strong,
And every sixth word was five syllables long:
¢ Why babble ye thus? Dotards! what do ye mean
By railing at me and my paltry machine ?

Rail on, if ye will ; dispossess me, denounce.

I care not a twopenny rap for your bounce.
Infatuate beings, unpolicied, blind !

Reform is too late, for OnymMPUS 18 MINED |

E’en now, while this pother we keep overhead,

A siege as of old on my sight rushes red ;

The legions of earth are come up to the fray,
And we must be victors for ever, or they.

Proud tamer of mortals! thy egis is bare,

Thy fast-flashing thunderbolt hurtles in air;

Thy eagle is whetting his beak with his claws,
Heaven'’s batteries roar, and earth—only guffaws.
I tell thee then, lame one, that, helpless to help,
The bolts that thou forgest are brickdust and kelp :
Go turn, an thou wilt, to thy bellows again ;

But the sceptre of gods is departed to men !’
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He ended, and Vulean, who felt like a dunce,
Was for hurling him down out of heaven at once,
But while all were declining the active of pirro,

Up Mercury got, and harangued them on tiptoe :

‘ By jingo! if mortals refuse to obey us,

I vote for returning to-morrow to chaos.

Let us leave to mankind—I mean no animosity—
A few of the bolts as a rare curiosity.

In sight of the world we might easily gibbet them,
And Vulean could stay, if he pleased, to exhibit them :
Or else, we might leave them to rust on the shelves,
With a notice to say, “ We had bolted ourselves: ”
Or, stay, there’s another alternative still

(I'm exceedingly loth to make anyone ill):

But suppose we turn human : the deified tell us
That men are not monsters, but excellent fellows.
You all must allow that at this time of year
There’s a terrible lack of amusement up here;

But if we were human—just fancy the fun,

For the pastimes of men are a thousand and one ;
If botany fails, we can try bagatelle ;

When we're tired of squails, metaphysics, or mell :
So methinks that reform should be sought in a process
T'll call by analogy apoandrosis.’

Thus spake he, and Jove felt his knees growing loose ;
Dis hid his emotion and merely said, ‘ Goose!’
Aphrodite collapsed, and went off in a faint;

And Vulean, as usual, was loud in complaint ;
Minerva almost dropped a stitch in her knitting ;
And the council at twenty past twelve was left sitting.

In 1863 Edward Bowen was asked to accept a ‘small’
house, which had been under the charge of Mr. (many years
afterwards Bishop) Westcott. It was one of the little red-
brick houses at the top of Grove Hill, with its view from the
back windows towards Hampstead ; and ‘ Hampstead lights ’
‘were as time went on to be the subject of one of the most
- beautiful of the School songs. The house was, with some
others, especially intended for delicate boys, who were
scarcely fit for the somewhat rougher life of the bigger
houses, and the number of pupils resident in it would vary
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from six to twelve. There is a small garden behind, and on
one side of the house is a diminutive yard in which about
three boys can play at a time a spurious form of cricket.
Here Edward Bowen lived till 1882, and there are many
in whose memories he will be as closely associated with this
earlier home, as with the later and much larger one. When
the offer was first made to him he was very loth to avail
himself of it, and he finally accepted it only because accept-
ance was pressed upon him as a duty to the School. Nor
was his work as a house-master—at any rate to begin with
—s0 congenial to him as his work as a form-master or tutor.
There were, too, he found, special difficulties attaching to
the management of a few boys by themselves, and to the
maintenance under those circumstances of the qualities
which are encouraged by the larger groupings and associa-
tions of them usually found in public schools. He refers
to the subject in a letter to a friend.

Nov. 8, 1865.

I think the only form in which boys are a nuisance is in the
house. Oneis so tied up to hours; and the parents will keep
writing letters; and there is always the chance the boys may
set the house on fire. I like all the form work, the public teaching,
very much, and the tutor’s work still more, when you have pupils
who are attached permanently to you while they are at the school.
And more still, the general society and intercourse of school,
playing games, casual interests of every kind—in a word, the
microcosm of school. But the idea of a small house is all a
mistake. Six or seven boys are too many to have as a kind of
family ; and too few to have the traditions, public feeling, dignity,
self-respect, courtesy, by which mainly a large house is governed
and influenced—so influenced indeed that half one’s work, so far
at least as one’s anxieties go, consists in half indirect, half direct,
efforts to modify and control this public opinion.

A story which has been preserved by one of Edward
Bowen’s friends shows that he still retained—as indeed he
retained in some measure to the end—the semi-Bohemianism
which had somewhat characterised him at Trinity. His
mother had come to see him in his new house, and, as she sat
in the drawing room, she complained of a draught which she

F
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located as coming from above the window. ‘I don’t think
it can be from there,’ said her son, ¢ for I have put in a coat
and a rug; but I'll put in another coat.’ There was a
yawning gap in the wall above the window, which he had in
this way endeavoured to fill up!

During these earlier years of his professional life Edward
Bowen was a constant contributor, as was his elder brother,
to the famous ‘ Saturday Review,” and he also wrote more
than one article for the ‘National Review,” a magazine
somewhat after the type of the present ¢Quarterly’ or
¢Edinburgh.” It is to be feared that, with the exception of
an article on ‘Games,’ which is not of any permanent
interest,’ and another to which reference will be made later
on, and it may be one or two others, all the articles sent
to the ¢ Saturday Review’ are now beyond identification ;
but an allusion in one of his letters renders it possible
definitely to assign to him an important article in the
January number, 1863, of the ¢ National Review,’” on ¢ Bishop
Colenso on the Pentateuch,” and another—not less note-
worthy—in the October number in the same year, and in
the same publication, on ¢ The recent Criticism of the Old
Testament.” This latter was a review more especially of
Dr. Davidson’s ¢ Introduction to the Old Testament.” In
both articles the writer shows himself a strong and uncom-
promising advocate of the eritical school, and there are
irrefragable evidences of his complete separation at this
time from the old Evangelical methods of thought and
interpretation in which he had been brought up—a separa-
tion which, it need hardly be said, was continuous and final.
There are indeed signs and fraces of his genuine sympathy
with those to whom the loss of the old conservative views
was as the passing of a world ; but he writes with some
severity of others who, by clinging themselves and requiring
others to cling to ¢ impossible loyalties,” add unnecessarily to
the trials, the difficulties, the perplexities, of religious faith.
Edward Bowen felt that the < Higher Criticism’ was as the
opening of a prison door, and the discharge of men from the
unhealthy atmosphere of moral and intellectual confinement

! His ¢ U.U.’ essay on the same subject was much later.



A MEMOIR 67

to the fresh, pure, invigorating air. To him, as to so many
others, questions hitherto unanswered found their satisfactory
reply, problems hitherto unsolved received their clear and
sufficient solution, when the Bible was found to be a human
book and to be supernatural only in the sense—doubtless a
very solemn and inspiring one—that there is a supernatural
force ever co-operating with the spirit of man.

The first of the two reviews,! that on Bishop Colenso— +
written, it must be remembered, at the age of twenty-six—
sets out with the aphorism that ‘among the heroes who have
done the greatest service to their race, it is hardly paradoxical
to assert that the thanks of the world are chiefly due to those
who have most boldly ventured to differ from it The
dangers that come from obstinacy are greater than those which
come from innovation, and ‘if rashness may lead to error,
prejudice cannot possibly lead to truth.” In intellectual
matters a man should never wed himself indissolubly to
his views :

The domain of theology supplies a striking proof of the truth of
these assertions. It is impossible to deny that scriptural eriticism
in the last few years has received far more from the enemies, than
from the friends, of a rigorous theological conservatism. Whether
orthodox views be true or not, it is not orthodox divinity which
has brought about the vast progress that has been lately made in
the knowledge of Sacred Writ. So it has been from the earliest
ages of the faith. St. Paul was more than suspected of heresy
when he offered the Gospel to the Gentiles. All the superstition
and tyranny of which the Church has been guilty has been due to
its conservative champions; every step of progress has been first
trodden by one who refused its yoke. It surely is more than a
chance coincidence that the first known commentary on Seripture,
the first extant canon of the sacred books, even the first virtual
assertion of their inspiration, are all from the hands of heretics.
A Protestant Church should deal but little in anathema, which
remembers that the first protest for freedom of private judgment
came from the heretic Luther. In modern times, the task of

' The essay contains a good deal that is no longer of general interest in itg
somewhat detailed examination of Bishop Colenso’s work. It has therefore not
been inserted in the Appendices ; but extracts are here given which will show
the general attitude of the writer’s mind, as well as the great ability of the
article.

r2
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¢ searching the Seriptures’ has been pre-eminently the work of
writers who have bowed with some reservation to their authority.
‘The Bible as it is, and its interpretation as it was!’ Such, if we
may parody a modern party watchword, is the rallying cry of too
much English divinity. It is a maxim from which little light can
spring, and in which all superstition may lie hid. In the stir and
tumult of critical controversy, amid the harvests of fresh knowledge
that are springing up in Germany and England, in face of the
patience, zeal, and courage of the pioneers of theological labour, a
large party of our Churchmen claim ostentatiously, like the faded
constitutionalists of France, to have forgotten nothing and learnt
nothing. And yet action is so much better than inaction, progress
than inertia, that knowledge is cheaply purchased at the risk of
some rash caprice. Let men have freedom of inquiry, of speech,
and of thought, and leave the consequences to the future. The
first article in the creed of every friend of intellectual progress
should be, that conservatism in intellectual questions is the head
and front of error.

The Reformation, the writer observes, had brought with it
a great shock, for it had necessitated the surrender of the
belief in the infallibility of the Church; but the surrender
of the belief in the infallibility of the Bible would be a shock
which was no less tremendous. And yet it was one which
needs must come, and the time had arrived for ‘speaking
out,” since silence and reticence were ceasing to be in any
way possible. There were, indeed, not a few who would
welcome a frank expression of the truth, and who would be
encouraged by it to throw off the mask which they felt con-
strained to wear. But whether welcome or unwelcome, the

truth must out, and it had better be told with candour and
sincerity.

It becomes more and more impossible every day to screen a
conviction of the mistakes contained in the Bible by a general
profession of reverence for its majesty and beauty. We are not
speaking of what we do not know, when we assert that a general
liberty to profess such views as those of the Bishop of Nétal would
be hailed with delight by numbers of half-hypocritical students—
clergymen and laymen alike—who at present are contented to wait
and see their liberation coming, and are afraid to raise a hand to
geize it. The ¢ Essays and Reviews,’ with all their faults of rudeness



A MEMOIR 69

and rashness, did this great service—that they roused the public
from its slumber. As one instance of progress hardly less remark-
able than that of Bishop Colenso, we may take a writer whom
he frequently quotes on the reactionary side of the debated
questions. Seven yearsago Dr. Kalisch published his Commentary
on Exodus; and with considerable ingenuity, and apparent can-
dour, he defended the authority of the text, and refuted the
objections of adversaries. Three years later Genesis appeared,
and in the preface there is this remarkable passage: ¢ The convie-
tion of the surpassing importance of the book has strengthened us
to face the numerous difficulties of a conscientious interpretation.’
In other words, the author had made up his mind to speak out.
And the difference in value between the two Commentaries is such
as might have been expected from the change.

Of Bishop Colenso’s book itself, the reviewer speaks
highly. ¢Itiscourteous, truthful, and reverent.” He enters
at some length into the Bishop’s arguments, emphasising
the popular character of the volume and the effectiveness
which such a characteristic supplies:

He has mastered his brief well, knows its strong points, under-
stands the men he is talking to, lets slip no advantage, and ends
by creating an impression on his hearers which a far abler or more
subtle pleader might strive in vain, with all his ingenuity, to
produce. As it is, he makes few blunders; but it may be fairly
said, that if his book had been more learned it would very probably
have been less effectual.

The writer then goes on, after dwelling somewhat upon
the historical inconsistencies in the Pentateuch, to express his
assent to the theory of composite authorship as affording the
necessary key to the various difficulties. The Pentateuch
does not come from the Mosaic age—that fact criticism puts
beyond all doubt. So too it can be shown to contain evident
and undeniable inaccuracies :

1t follows that we have a right to consider it freely. And now
what reason is there which obliges us to look at it as of a totally
different nature, as belonging to a different order of literature, from
the literature of any other country ? It is different in many respects
no doubt. It has a higher antiquity, imparts more valuable in-
formation, and is ingpired with grander ideas. But why should it
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be different in kind ? It i written in human language, reveals
human sympathies and passions, embodies human imagination and
poetry. The thoughts of other nations in the earliest ages clothed
themselves in legend ; why should we not allow that those of the
Jews did the same? ¢The ass said unto Balaam,’ ¢ Bos locutus '—
where is the wide interval between the two assertions, beyond the
fact, which we readily allow to the credit of the Jew, that his
representation of the marvellous times of old bears a higher stamp
of moral and religious earnestness? The gradual change in the
tone of the earlier books of Secripture is exactly similar to that of
the primitive records of all nations; it begins with pure myths—
surely few will deny that the material Garden of Eden, with its
fruit of the tree of knowledge, is, whatever its import be, a myth
—some idea of good and evil, happiness and sorrow, enshrined in
a framework of physical and unreal circumstances. Gradually it
advances through the legendary stage, where true and solid history
is blended with the subjective colouring of a period which thinks it
unsuitable to the dignity of past ages to represent them as exactly
like the present ; finally, it comes down to the stage when facts are
given as they are, with only the errors that accident or imperfect
information introduces. How genuine, how real, the offspring of
the national mind appears, if viewed in this light! No one who
hasg not tried can tell the delight with which the critic, when he has
once thrown off the cramping influence of a fancied superhuman
infallibility, enters into the study of the sacred narrative, as some-
thing with which he can freely sympathise, and sees in the early
history of the Hebrew race a field for the exercise of all the in-
genuity, patience, and skill, which the stories of Greece and Rome
have for ages monopolised to themselves.

The last pages of the review are also full of interest, both
on account of their subject-matter and their literary beauty,
and may be quoted in their entirety :

Do we, then, mean to assert, it may be asked, that the earlier
books of the Jews are a mere tissue of fable and falsehood ?
Certainly not. No race has given to the world such insight into
primitive history, or inspired it with so lofty a rehglous spirit.
Compare it with the Vedas; the early traditions of a race'akin to
ourselves are worthless by the side of the records of this Semitic
people, whose history is the only history, and their poetry the only
poetry, that millions of Christians have ever read or heard. Four
thousand years ago, one family, the sons of Abraham, who traced
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their origin to the plains of the Euphrates, separated themselves
from the Canaanites, perhaps their kinsmen, and carved out their
history for themselves. All we know of their religious institutions
at that early period is, that they, with some few others, of whom
but a trace is left, served the Most High God. The necessities and
chances of an Arab life made them dwellers for a time in Egypft,
the land of civilisation and culture. Of their hegira from that
house of hondage, the genius of their leader, the rapid organisation
which he planted among their still half-savage tribes, the wild life
which they led for years in the country south and east of Jordan,
the long struggle by which they won their land—tradition only,
which yet left the name of Moses to lie dormant among them for
centuries, and a few fragmentary documents, preserved the mar-
vellous record. But it was handed down among them with a
fidelity which lasted through centuries of trouble and anarchy,
that the God whom they served had led His people like sheep, and
done wonders in the field of Zoan. It ig this belief, this deter-
minate monotheism, the sacred heirloom of the tribe, which
gives to the political history of Israel its wonderful charm and
interest. For a change came quickly over the temper of the nation.
In what way the kingly spirit and the centralising tendencies of
the priesthood struggled against the old simplicity of worship and
government, we have but here and there a trace. In the conflicts
of Samuel and Saul, maintained in spirit through generations of
kings and prophets, we have here these two elements at work—the
element of political order and religious ordinance, and the element
of patriarchal loyalty to the Theocracy. David, the most wonderful
character of Jewish history, after long warfare, and not without
the aid of foreign body-guards, usurped and held the kingdom, and
to some extent reconciled the two. But succeeding ages show the
same struggle again. Ceremony and system—the Scylla of & nation
which is in peril of losing the early vividness of its faith—battled
with fanaticism, its Charybdis. Priests against prophets—we know
which side our European sympathies will take. Not that the
priestly spirit had not its good side; it was for political progress,
for order, for literature. The devotional spirit, which it combined
with its own ritualism and engrafted on the fervour of its oppo-
nents, shows itself in the loftiness of Jeremiah, and the impassioned
oratory of Deuteronomy. But the prophets were the salt of the
Hebrew nation. When liberal alliances would have endangered
the faith of the nation, these aristocrats of religious purity de-
nounced them in words of fire. When a corrupt priesteraft held
up its sacrifices and cleansings for a people to fall down and
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worship, it was they who tore the veil from its hypocrisies, and
claimed the sacrifice of the heart. And in the end, when the
miserable and defeated nation saw no hope or refuge left for their
ambition, and were ready to bow down to the idols which it had
been their ancestral mission to denounce, it was they who held up
Messianism before their weary eyes, that never-failing solace of
the oppressed, and even dared to proclaim, in lisu of their earthly
sovereignty, a spiritual supremacy of the world, and a kingdom
that should never pass away. So runs the history of the race
who seem, more than all others in the world, to have lived indeed
in earnest. They are our religious forefathers; their old records
have a meaning for us, and the very poetry which covers them is
almost sacred to our eyes. To condemn them to oblivion would
be to sacrifice much more than the mere tale of the journeys and
battles of a tribe. They are the treasures of a nation of whose
mission in the world we ourselves have reaped the fruit. ‘If I
forget thee, O Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her cunning.’

And yet Christianity, civilisation, labour, have educated us to
see the defects of what we so highly prize. We miss, as it is
natural we should, severity of historic truth in a nation in whom
the critical faculty absolutely had no existence; and we detect
unworthy ideas of the Deity and His government in the writings
of men whom it needed a higher faith to purify and exalt. The
result is, that of the exact nature of the events recorded, the historic
reality of many details, the extent to which fact has become mixed
with legend, we must patiently remain in ignorance. A ‘mythic’
theory has tried to sift this, as other narratives, and failed ; pure
rationalism has tried, and with no better success. No one who
has studied Exodus with care will deny that much of it is true.
A conscientious inquiry makes it evident that part of it is not.
Where the line is to be drawn, how far we may implicitly trust
the record, no labour can with certainty determine. Here, as
elsewhere, the truest philosophy will be the first to confess its
own impotence. :

There is one school of writers from whose influence English
theology may specially pray to be delivered. Open intolerance,
stubborn prejudice, are obstacles which may be attacked with
simple arguments, and from a sure footing. The most useful
auxiliary to the cause of reactionary interpretation is that tone of
mingled patronage and contempt which implies an involuntary
respect for the theories to- which outward circumstances alone
necessitate an apparent opposition. There are some writers
whose views are just liberal enough to add additional zest to
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their hatred of intellectual thoroughness. So far as they know the
truth, the truth has made them slaves. It is a poor compromige
between conscience on the one hand and literary obligations on
the other, to imply an obscure assent to an opinion, and make
up for it by abusing its advocate. Writers in such a position are
forced into a dogmatism which betrays itself by its very acrimony.
To urge that Dr. Colenso’s book is worthless because some texts
are quoted inaccurately, shows feebleness of judgment. To infer
that because he states questions in detail, his arguments must
therefore be superficial, indicates want of logical power. To
blame the bishop for publicly supporting a view, and at the same
time to hint its truthfulness, is an inconsistency which argues
either dullness or hypocrisy, or both. Such writers may be simply
told, that the contempt which they profess recoils on them with
augmented force from the candid students of theology. Even
their half-hearted and disguised support brings little credit to the
cause of honesty and courage. Not with such weapons as these,
nor with such champions to lead the fight, is the battle of progress
and of religious liberty to be fought.

The mass of Englishmen would be surprised if they knew how
tumultuously the spirit of rebellion against religious dogmatism,
and specially the dogma of Biblical infallibility, is seething in the
breasts of men who yet shrink from notoriety and the odium
which it brings. As a body, the educated world has discarded
these notions already. Among the younger generation of students
the Bible is freely regarded as open to unfettered criticism. If is
only in public and in print that they fear to be candid; among
one another they take the questions for granted. Religious liberty
ig' the watchword of the tacit understanding which prevails in
literary society on the subject. For severe criticism all men have
not the leisure or the inclination ; but upon the right to criticise,
and the general result of this particular discussion, the writers
and thinkers of this nation are in. an accordance of which the
dogmatists little dream. It is not a healthy state of things.
It is a bad thing that the students should be so far ahead
of the actors in the world; and it presses with terrible weight
upon those who are newly setting out on the path of study.
The sense of encountering at every onward step the mandate of
opinion and authority, the consciousness that the road to Biblical
investigation is paved with anathemas, bears more heavily on the
candid inquirer than we care to picture. For that terror, that
agony, which rolls with overwhelming pain upon so many minds
when they first are forced to examine the truth of what they have
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been taught, the fatal prejudices of past generations are respon-
sible. Perhaps there is no suffering in the world more keen than
religious doubt. May Heaven forgive those who, by overloading
belief and stifling inquiry, make its pangs more severe! ‘A shell
shot into the fortress of the-soul! Cast it out!’ cries episcopal
placidity. ‘Doubt manfully on, till labour brings conviction,’
we reply. He who ¢ despiseth not the sighing of a contrite heart,
nor the desire of such as be sorrowful,” will care as much for
the distresses of honest scepticism as for the panics of startled
orthodoxy.

¢ These difficulties are left as a trial of our faith.” From our child-
hood up we have ever regarded that as a cruel and wicked fallacy.
Doubts are to be solved either by intellectual or by moral means.
If by intellectual reasoning, the issue caonot depend wupon
religious faith ; if by moral determination, we reject with all the
emphasis of which we are capable the doctrine that there is any
other virtue which can enter into the examination of a contro-
versial problem than honesty, energy, and perseverance. Yes:
perhaps they are given to us as a trial of faith, to see if we have
strength to work them out. That courage and trust can be but
faint which shrink from inquiry through dread of its uncertain
issue. Let us repay God’s gift of intellect by honest and trustful
use of it. ¢ Fearindeed hath torment; but'perfect love casteth out
fear.’ Y

There are some who look into these questions, some who read
this treatise of the bishop, who will feel, as they concede a reluc-
tant assent to its arguments, that the prop of life has suddenly been
taken from them. They will think, sadly enough, that if the
Book on which they had learnt to depend for strength and solace
is now withdrawn from their adoration, there is nothing left to fill
its place. For years perhaps they have hung on its pages with
rapture : they have yielded implicit obedience to its laws; they
have fled to its promises for comfort; they have trusted to its
sentences for wisdom. Now it seems as if a heartless criticism
were stepping in between them and their God, and robbing them
of all that is precious in the world. As the awful divinity of its
pages seems to fade away, they fancy that the air they breathe
seems colder, and the scenes they gaze on less bright. The
newer interpretations may be true, the old theories may turn out
mistaken ; but it is all that they have had to bear them through
the manifold trials of life. Like Sir Bedivere, they seem to step
onward into a world that knows them not,
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¢ And I, the last, go forth companionless,
And the days darken round me, and the years,
Among new men, strange faces, other minds.’

So be it. ¢ God fulfils Himself in many ways.” To such as these
a superhuman record may have been the fit instrument to lead
them through the perilous journey of the world; none the less
must those, who live with the labours of the past and their own
consciences to guide them, tread boldly wherever their judgment
leads. The camps are not hostile ; the paths are not divergent.
Or, if human passions and the ignorance that is in us bring
trouble and enmity for a time between those who profess each to
fight for truth, there is yet a unity that lies deeper than their
differences ; there is a harmony which in the sight of Heaven their
discords cannot avail to drown; there is a sympathy which,
beyond the feuds of criticism and the jarring subtleties of debate,
binds together those who labour for the same high calling, and
name the same holy name,

The second of these theological essays appeared in the
October number of the same year (1863), and is, as has been
said, professedly a review of Dr. Davidson’s ‘Introduction
to the Old Testament,” though it travels over much more
ground than the work of a single author.! The interest, the
reviewer says, in Biblical criticism is increasing in England,
though it is by no means fully developed, and we are in this
respect much behind the Germans, among whom there is a
larger liberty of investigation and a deeper appreciation of
the difficulty of the problem than among ourselves.

Here, it is well understood, when a theological professor sits
down to write a book, that he has some cause to advocate. There,
it is charitably supposed that he wishes to elucidate the subject.
Here a clergyman is considered as competent to deal with a dis-
puted topic if he is a good man and keeps his Sunday schools
together. There it is believed to be necessary to have examined
the controversy with care.

Neither have we in England sufficiently realised the
importance of a division of labour. The secret of German

! In this case also it has not been thought necessary to insert the essay—
much of which is occupied with a discussion of the critical question as it was
forty years ago—among the Appendices. The quotations will give a sufficient
idea of its general bearing and value.
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success is very largely due to the prevalence of specialism.
‘ Every one of the great names that are mentioned in connec-
tion with theological progress can be set down and classified
in his own peculiar niche in history.’

The reviewer then proceeds to pass under very rapid and
brief notice some of the greater names in German research
into the Old Testament, among them Michaelis, ¢ the thorough
German, the man of hard, solid learning, whose researches
into the details of Mosaism are far from obsolete now;’
Herder, of whom it was said that ¢ to listen to him was like
beholding the red dawn amid the moonlight ; * Eichhorn, ¢ the
model of a critic, serious, acute, calm ; ’ Rohr, ¢ the German
Stanley ;' Schleiermacher, who ¢exalted the individual
religious life above the formularies of belief;’ De Wette,
‘actuated by a keen critical sagacity and recommended by
a blameless life ; * Hitzig, ‘ whose study of the prophets has
been invaluable;’ Bunsen, ¢whose skill it was to pursue
doctrinal theology as a theologian, ecclesiastical theories as a
politician, and Scriptural studies as a critic, and to know how
to keep them apart ; ’ and Kuenen, ¢ whose eminence in the
critical world is second to few.’

Last of all, and isolated from the rest, far above them in
mastery of Oriental language and ideas, acute, obstinate, ap-
parently almost reckless in a conjecture, but indestructible in an
argument, of keen sensibility, poetic temperament, profound piety,
relentless in self-assertion, quick in apprehension, untiring in
patience, stands Ewald of Gottingen, foremost of German eritics.

As regards the alleged orthodox reaction, the writer simply
denies that there is any measure of truth in the asser-
tion, except as regards ‘the later Berlin school, which is a
semi-political movement, strongly conservative, supported
by the court party, ultra-Liutheran, ecclesiastical, and even
sacramental in its tendency.” Such a school has for its object
to silence both political liberalism and Secriptural ckiticism,
but it has produced only one name of importance—that of
Kurz.

The rise of a school of critical inquiry in France is next
touched on, though its issues have not—in the reviewer’s
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opinion—been as yet of any special value or moment,
though it doubtless has an honourable future before 1t.

One sees a disposition to conquer all theology in one essay, an
impatient eagerness for generalisation, which will sober down in
time. Le wvoild, le chameau, is too much the motto even of
theology in France. It appears perhaps more than anywhere else
in the spirit of true French eclecticism, which insures complete-
ness of theory at the cost of elaborateness of proof. Thereferences
are constantly not verified; and, indeed, it is not always that
there are any references to verify. But these are matters of
detail. The French school, it cannot be doubted, will soon have
made itself a name ; and it has now the merit of being the only
school of known theologians which does not habitually condesecend
to invective. One of its leaders declared in England not long
ago, that the recriminations of English polemics were to him
perfectly surprising, in contrast with the mutual forbearance with
which such topics are usually treated by his countrymen.

The writer then turns to England. He refers some-
what slightingly to ‘ Essays and Reviews.” ¢ The authors of
the new volume wished simply to make Scriptural inquiries
popular ; and if they had but adopted a conciliatory tone, or
had dressed heresy in orthodox language, they might have
escaped the storm.” Of Dr. Davidson’s volumes, however,
i.e. of the volumes more especially under notice, he speaks
highly, except as regards their literary style and the constant
presence of an unnecessarily polemical tone. He goes on to
trace, in as much detail as is possible in a magazine article,
the results which have, in his judgment, been definitely
achieved by ecriticism, and he adds in tabular form a
summary of the history of Old Testament literature. He
then proceeds to. give a sketch of ‘the religious influences
which would be likely to act upon the literature of the
Jews.” This portion of the essay is too long to quote in its
entirety, nor does it lend itself to illustration by means
of excerpts, while the ground which is traversed by it
is thoroughly familiar to Biblicaliistudents. It must be
sufficient to say of this résumé that it is written throughout
from the full modern standpoint, and that it is characterised
alike by the author’s remarkable power of condensation and
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exposition, his firm grasp of leading principles, his complete
knowledge of his subject, and his unsurpassed capacity for
clear and lucid expression. At its close the writer continues
—and the passages bring a memorable essay to a vigorous
and impressive termination—as follows:

We have seen that the history of the Jews, as far as its bearing
upon their literature is concerned, is essentially a history of
religious ideas. As such, it will never be successfully treated by
anyone who is unable in some degree to appreciate such ideas
himself. But, on the other hand, persons of the most fervent
piety may read these writings, and arrive at a totally false esti-
mate of the story they contain. Any method short of that by
which a rigorous serutiny is exercised upon every statement, must
be as imperfect as it would be in treating the history of Rome or
England. Professor Stanley has lately published some lectures on
‘The History of the Jewish Church,” of which, though with every
respect for the writer, critics have nevertheless the right to make
some complaint. After calmly reviewing the present position of
sacred literature in this country, Professor Stanley seems to have
determined upon a distinet line of action. Itisthat which he him-
self is fond of attributing to his prophets—the position of a mediator
between old and new, a harmoniser and reconciler of different
modes of thought. He will present criticism to the world in as
favourable a guise as possible; he will shock no prejudices; he
will even court good-will by a reticence on doubtful points. We
do not say that he does not do good—every learned and sincere
man must. But we do say that it is hardly fair upon those who
do not profess to take every historical statement of the Bible for
granted, that he should attempt to veil under courtly forms of
language the fact that he does not do so himself. It is as though
a history of the Jews meant a history of facts, while a ¢ History of
the Jewish Church’ meant & series of photographs from Palestine,
taken in a pious spirit. Mr. Kingsley, whom we quote as a
preacher, and not as a critic, takes something of the same ground
in his recently published ‘Sermons on the Pentateuch.’” Good
plain people, he says, are moved with no critical misgivings;
‘when they read the story of the Exodus, their hearts answer,
“ This is right. This is the God whom we need. This is what
ought to have happened. This is true; for it must be true.” Let
comfortable people, who know no sorrow, trouble their brains as
to whether sixty or 600,000 fighting men came out of Egypt with
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Moses.” Mr. Kingsley speaks (in the preface to his book) of his
happiness in having enjoyed a Cambridge education, which could
teach him how to treat Old Testament criticism aright. We
wonder whether it was at Cambridge that he learnt that an
individual judgment on the moral fitness of a narrative is an
adequate intellectual criterion of its truth. We wonder whether
it was at the University, or since leaving it, that he first began to
think it consistent with charity to speak of critics who differ from
him as ¢comfortable '—dead, that is, to religious feeling. The
first of these errors is a manifest fallacy; the second is a grievous
wrong. Both Mr. Kingsley and Dr. Stanley seem to us to begin
at the wrong end of their subject. Both seem to urge upon their
readers that the moral of the story is what chiefly deserves atten-
tion. It may be so; but how can we tell what the moral of a
story is if we do not know what the facts are? Mr. Kingsley
writes that the Jews heard the sound of a trumpet exceeding
strong, and a voice ‘most Divine and yet most human.” What
does it mean? How can a sound be Divine and human at the
same time? Did the Israelites hear with their outward ears the
vibrations caused by a current of air passing through a metallic
tube, or did they not? Some critics seem to think that there are
portions of religious history too solemn to be related according to
the common forms of narrative. It will soon, in all probability,
be affirmed that religion is too complex a subject to be treated by
the ordinary rules of grammar.

Professor Stanley’s History has nevertheless received a high
encomium in the last few months from one writer whose name
ought to carry weight. In eulogising the semi-orthodox professor,
and attacking the outspoken bishop, Mr. Matthew Arnold asserts
a distinction between edification and instruction—the former being
for the unenlightened many, the latter for the enlightened few;
and he declares that every book ought to aim at one of these two
objects exclusively. Without minutely considering how far each
of the two writers above mentioned purposely set themselves to
either task, our objections to the theory may be very briefly stated.
In the first place, it allows no means by which the enlightenment
can penetrate to the masses, and assumes that upon theological
questions the few must always think differently from the many.
Yet, from an historical point of view, it is remarkable that the work
which has been most famous in this century in connection with
religious inquiry, the ‘ Leben Jesu,” was intended mainly for the
crities, and not for the multitude. In the second place, the theory
involves, as far as we can see, the obligation upon the learned
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edifier of being deliberately and wilfully uncandid. And, finally,
we utterly deny that a writer is bound in every case to put upon
himself any such alternative as that stated, or, indeed, any one
set purpose at all. Let there be free trade in thought, as there is
a free market in buying and selling. Such limitations as these
are the old-fashioned props of error. If anyone had objected on
the appearance of M‘Culloch’s ¢ Commercial Dictionary’ that it
was a bad book, because it neither enriched the British farmers
nor promoted civil liberty among the populations of the European
continent, the argument would seem to be precisely as fair a
criticism of the dictionary as that which Mr. Arnold brings against
the Bishop of Natal.

It is strange that, in a country of freedom, it should be so
difficult to say these things aloud. The virtue that we want is
that of courage, and the places where it is chiefly wanted are the
places where it ought to flourish most. The time when the mind
is most plastic, most active, most splendidly versatile, is the time
that a young man spends at college; and here, if anywhere, it
might be expected that the air would be congenial to free study.
We believe that it needs a considerable knowledge of the English
universities fully to appreciate the intellectual cowardice which
characterises the older portion of their members. The exceptions
are notorious; and it is in such a case as this that, in the true
meaning of the phrase, the exceptions prove the rule. It would
not be so well known who were the advocates of freedom, if the
disposition to acquiesce in prejudice were not so widely predomi-
nant. A young man at the university begins to think that the
Flood was not historical, or that the maledictions of David are not
couched in a very forgiving spirit. One set of advisers speak to
him in tones of severity; like the Brahmin who crushed the
microscope which first revealed to him the living insects in his
vegetable food, they urge him to turn from such thoughts at once,
and to believe by an effort of the will. Should he be man enough
to resist this counsel, there are others who will advise him in
friendly tones to fly to action as a remedy for doubt; a better
frame of mind will come, if he will but do his duty and shut his
eyes. It is a suggestion which implicitly assumes the monstrous
hypothesis, that the best way of arriving at truth is by deliberately
abstaining from the search for it. Adolphe Monod was so advised,
and Dr. Arnold ; and they followed the advice—with more or less
effect. Perhaps the inquirers may yield to their incessant tempta-
tions, and maintain and subscribe and swear whatever college and
university and church set before them. There are many who do
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so, and who never recover their freedom again. Ecclesiastical
authority closes upon them—an authority incompatible with
independent thought. Soon the questioner begins to care less for
the old questions, theory is swallowed up in action : he is happy,
he wishes nothing further; the world is not the better for the
intellect God gave him to use. Contentment, the great vice of
middle age, settles gradually upon him—a vice all the more fatal
from its being so often called a virtue.

Anyone who embraces, on the other hand, the task of candidly
working out for himself the religious problems before him, will
find it a harder task, even if it be a higher one. It is a task to
which our country now emphatically summons men who are not
afraid to think. At the commencement of one of his essays, Renan
speaks of a painter who would never attempt except upon his knees
a head of the Virgin or her Son. Some such intense reverence for
the issues before him a theological critic may well feel; to pause
and adore seems but the fitting preface to the study. But it is not
a pause of fear, or a reverence which unmans the intellect. The
effect of the inquiry is not an impious one, and free thinking is, in
the simple meaning of the term, the highest gift of humanity. The
true critic is one who will deem the most perfect humility to
lie in the abandonment of prejudice, and the highest faith in
the conviction that truth will win. He will have intellectual
labour while others are at rest, and perplexities where others
cannot feel them. His aims and hopes will not be understood, his
candour will seem presumption, and his courage ill will to what is
holy. Persecution may not attack him, but social suspicion will.
He will work as one whose reward is not before his eyes, and who,
in giving up the secure assumptions which bring peace to others,
has not sacrificed to God that which cost him nothing. Again
and again he will be called on to surrender a fancied discovery, a
treasured paradox, a literary revenge, a polemical retort. He will
often pause on the brink of a theory, and summon all his self-
restraint to aid him in the refusal to tread hastily on a tempting
path. He will not Believe, with the Dean of Carlisle, in the ‘ ever-
deteriorating tendency of the unaided human intellect;’ he will
rather trust that good endeavours lead in the end to good results.
And as he began his task for the sake of truth, and not for the
sake of reputation, he will regard his conclusions as not his own,
but given and offered to truth, and will support them no further
for the sake of sustaining a thesis than he would maintain them
for the sake of preserving a creed. Thus, with whatever lowliness
of spirit and loftiness of determination he can, he will brave the

G
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terrors of public opinion, and the more imposing terrors that lurk
in the weakness of the human soul; and will not doubt that in
destroying a religious error, or making known a discovery of critical
study, he is doing something, however small it be, to assist and
educate his race.

But the years 1859 to 1867—years which may be divided
off as constituting the first period of Edward Bowen’s life
as a Harrow master—produced no important contribution
by him, with the exception of one essay, to the literature
of his profession. Such a circumstance is no matter for
surprise, much less for regret. Contributions might no
doubt have been made by him which would have been
striking as expositions of theory, unbalanced by experience;
but they could not have had the weight which attaches to his
later workmanship. During these years, however, and indeed
somewhat early in them, he wrote a remarkable paper on
¢ Punishments,” which was read to a society known as ‘The
United Ushers,” or more shortly and colloquially as ¢The
U.U.’s.” The paper made a great impression upon those who
first heard or read it, nor did his maturer views upon the
subject differ materially from those which he expresses in it;
but it was obviously put together by him without any idea of
giving it a circle materially wider than that for which it was
prepared ; and though its author sent it to a few friends, he
expressed a strong desire that it should not be given to the
outside public. Under these circumstances the essay has
not been included among the Appendices to this memoir;
at the same time the prohibition need not now be so
rigidly interpreted as to exclude all reference to it or any
extracts from it. '

The essayist lays down these axioms :

1. ‘Faults ought not to be punished according to their
real moral enormity.’

2. Punishment for ‘acute disorders’ must be effective.

3. Don’t have secondary punishments.

In connection with the first of these he points out that
offences arise partly because of the artificial system in opera-
tion at a school. He takes in illustration what was—at one
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period, at any rate, of Dr. Vaughan’s régime—a very common
breach of discipline.

I was much struck once by a master now present saying to
me that throwing stones was wrong, and that he wished the boy
to know that he, the master, thought it was, and punished it
because it was. I can’t agree, though I have thought over it as
candidly as I can. It is, I rather contend, only wrong because the
days are evil : because our small state of society is confessedly
and of set purpose a little awry. Hence arbitrary rules, codes
enacted to satisfy direct and visible wants, and not following
natural laws. In short, school punishments are, even more than
those of a nation, really and bond fide separable into mala per se
and mala prohibita, which run, of course, into one another, but
are different. I hope I shall be forgiven for having dwelt on thisg,
for I probably am not the only teacher who has wondered whether
the don, the master who frowns at the stone-thrower, has really
right on his side. So far, then, I uphold the view that we must
conform to the boys’ idea that some things are punished because
they are wrong, and others because they must be punished.

As regards the second axiom—the importance of effective
punishment for really grave offences—it was, in his view,
a choice between corporal punishment and imprisonment,
‘which the French don’t like, but are obliged to use.’
Degradation in school rank would, he thinks, prove to be only
partially sufficient, because in such a penalty there is an
element of fictitiousness and conventionality, while what is
wanted in punishment of this sort is that ¢the boy must
care for it and be afraid of it, when he weighs it against the
temptation.’

The question of secondary punishments is dealt with at
greater length, and it is here that the essay is perhaps most
brilliant and most suggestive. It approaches the matter from
the standpoint of a form-master. As has been said, Edward
Bowen’s motto with regard to these penalties was, ¢ Eschew
them,’ since he considered that most secondary punishments
which were set were practically unnecessary, and that resort
to them was only a sign of weakness.

In secondary matters, the master ought only to punish with
the distinet object of getting whathe wants, and because he thinks
G2
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this the best or the only way. This shall not happen, ought to be
the motto. Acting in this spirit, it does not matter much whether
the punishments are great or small. For such faults as petulance,
forgetfulness, venial disobedience, the best punishment being
nothing ; the second best is to be sought for in a fertile invention.
Things which are extraordinary should be dealt with in & wayward
fashion. Jones for the fortieth time w3l not bring a pen to school.
I have tried all the arts of persuasion: what shall I do? Make
him come a quarter of an hour before school every day for a week
with & pen in his hand; or write an account of the pens of the
ancients from the ‘Dictionary of Antiquities;’ or buy out of his
pocket-money half-a-dozen boxes of pens, and give them to me to
keep for him; or threaten, but don’t do it, to give all the form an
extra stanza of repetition next time he forgets. But the one thing
I won’t do, is to make a rule that all boys who don’t bring pens
shall write some lines of Virgil. And I can hardly conceive a
case of the kind in which I wouldn't let the boy off if he particu-
larly wished. Of course, if he had done it on purpose, it would
be different ; then he wouldn’t wish. If thy pupil trespass against
thee seven times a day, and seven times a day come to thee
saying, ‘I repent,” forgive him.

But as regards all punishments, there is one golden rule
to be borne in mind: ‘Boys ought hardly ever to be
punished against their will.” If a master is wise and just, and
shows that he does truly care about the offence, in ninety-
nine cases out of the hundred the culprit will acquiesce in
his sentence as reasonable and proper.

Nor did these years see even the first of Edward
Bowen’s Harrow songs. Mr. Farmer, whose name will
always be closely connected with this famous series, had, it
is true, come to Harrow in 1862 ; and in 1864 Mr. Westcott
had written ¢‘Io Triumphe’ for him, and had followed it
up by other Latin songs. Mr. Bradby also contributed both
Latin and English words before 1867 ; but Edward Bowen
did not as yet take any part. There are, however, during
this period two brilliant compositions of his, written, for the
¢ Harrow Gazette’ (a local newspaper), the first being some
lines in connection with the Volunteer movement of 1859-60 ;
and the second being a set of verses upon the election of an
organist for the parish church.
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The lines upon the Volunteer movement are dated
March 1, 1860, and are descriptive, as will be seen, of the
struggles of local recruits.

THE ‘EIGHTEENTH MIDDLESEX’

Sweet sleep attend that patriot, visions fair,
Whose aims are lofty, and his shoulders square !
Soft be the couch where rest, in glorious ease,
The feet turned out at sixty good degrees !

Not we the slaves whose venal ardour chose

The shining shilling and the clumsy clothes ;

Not ours the hearts that, armed for just defence,
Fight for their country’s honour—and its pence;
The touch of pay is not the thing to vex

The conscience of the Eighteenth Middlesex.

A pure ambition prompts our backward wheels,
In honour’s steps we erush each other’s heels,
And in the path where Wolfe and Wellesley trod,
Duty stands smiling on the awkward squad.

All have one aim ; but as to skill—I pause.
I don’t believe Jones ever will do ¢ fours ;’
Brown should remember that it hardly does
To do ‘left wheel,” when we do ¢ stand at huzz !’
You Nokes, of course, were not in fault last night,
"Twas Jones, not you, who thought his left his right.
But then,—I hope I do not give offence,
Some people haven’t other people’s sense;
Still, if mistrust of Smith your spirits drown,
And total want of confidence in Brown ;
If you do feel these nightly drills a bore,
Your true right section is—to cut the corps.
Leave glory’s phantoms for the soldier’s part,
Find in some art of peace your  peace of "art ;’
Resign at once all military show,
Go the whole hog—and be the hog you go!

Strange sight, when first the rifleman with pain,
Faces to right, then faces left again ;
When first he learns, by force of lengthened use,
The step that marks the soldier—and the goose ;
And hears, in rapid speech and wondrous tone,
The mighty issues of the short word ¢ wonn.’
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‘The posture should be easy ’—oh, no doubt !

‘ The head upright—the chest thrown fully out.’
Poor Binks! a fearful picture of repose—
Perhaps you'd like him now to touch his toes!
Pity the sorrows of a poor young swell,

Too stiff to stoop, too loyal to rebel ;

With soul of iron, vest of cashmere, curst,
Binks, in our Tuesday’s practice, simply—burst !

And noble he who, strong in size and weight,
Deems nought too arduous for a shape so great;
Let some their section grace with figures slim,
In mass and breadth they will not rival him ;
Let others easier bend the pliant knee,

Not one is larger round the waist than he!

Bold he advances, and presents anew

At every turn a fresh ‘ dissolving ’ view;

Marks time like Nasmyth's hammer ; and around
The dust is 1aid o'er twenty feet of ground ;

Till calm fatigue, exhaustion all serene,

Leaves standing not one stone—of his fifteen !

And yet, kind ladies, who may deign awhile
To crown our dreary marchings with your smile ;
Yet deem not that we try no pains to please,
That hour has cramped our dinners, pinched our teas.
At eight p.uM. the first command is given,
Enthusiastic people come at seven ;
Rush from short meals which duty yet may sweeten,
Our feelings Harrow’d, but our dinner Eaten.
Then, hark ! the bugle calls. 'What feelings swell
In Biffin at the sound he loves so well |
Tum de de de is ¢ forward,’ Biffin knows,
And diddy tum tum, diddy de, is ¢ close.’
Then Stokes, with rapid steps and quiet smiles,
Treads on the heels of unsuspecting Stiles ;
And Stiles, dissembling vengeance, calmly pokes
His errant elbow in the ribs of Stokes.
That night they dream, if patriotic zeal :
Narrowed the ‘ extension motion ’ of their meal,
That myriad sergeants, frowning, all night stand,
And thunder forth the strong, but strange, command,
‘ Right section, left form company ; meanwhile,
Left, backwards double on the leading file !’
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Oh muse, oh nymph, oh ministress of war,
Whosever line embraces Rifle Corps !
Be kind to one who, though not used to sing,
Has every wish to do the proper thing.
Oh, when the varying mandate, random hurled,
Confounds the finest senses in the world ;
When Judgment owns her mastery less and less,
And mind becomes a briery wilderness :
Then let thy warning voice speed down the line,
Stretch thy right hand, and tell me, which is mine !

The verses upon the election of an organist are three
years later. It will be noticed that the name of Mr. Farmer
—who had not as yet received any real recognition from the
School authorities—appears in them. How the election went
in the end is immaterial, nor need we attempt to determine
what influence Edward Bowen’s exceptional advocacy had
upon the chances of his candidate ; but it ought to be stated
that Mr. Gos, for whom he made his effort, was a hair-
dresser in the town.

ELECTION OF ORGANIST

Vote for Gos ! Vote for Gos !

Why do the gentry look so cross ?
Truefitt’s rival and Handel’s heir,

He will play your organ and cut your hair ;
Psalmody cannot afford the loss

The town would suffer in losing Gos!

Vote for Gos! Vote for Gos!

Twenty to one on the winning ‘oss !

All the fine talk of the friends of the Vicar is
Excellent food—for the lovers of liquorice,
Flowers are best in their native moss !

Hang the intruder and vote for Gos !

Vote for Gos! Vote for Gos !

Farmer and Flowers to Jericho toss !
Not in vain is the story told

How for the hair-cutter Absalom polled :
This way, gentlemen ! step across !

This is the way to vote for Gos !
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It was not, however, in English verses only that Edward
Bowen'’s wit and gaiety found brilliant expression. In 1867
he and the Rev. E. M. Young! jointly composed an amusing
¢ Vergilian’ eclogue—somewhat after the model of that in
which Menalcas and Dameetas compete for the heifer—upon
the candidature of the Rev. F. W. Farrar and the Rev. E. H.
Bradby—both of them assistant masters at Harrow—for
the vacant headmastership of Haileybury. The honour of
succeeding so distinguished a chief as the retiring head-
master—the Rev. Arthur Butler—had drawn a large field of
applicants, but Mr. Farrar and Mr. Bradby stood somewhat
prominently out from among the others, and it was from the
first probable that the choice of the governing body would
fall, as it did, upon one or other of them.? Their rivalry
excited considerable warmth of feeling among their colleagues
and friends, and the heat of partisanship was increased by
the even balance on the one hand of their claims, and on
the other by the striking divergence of their temperaments.
It was under these circumstances that the Eclogue was
written ; and its delightful humour did not a little to soften
the asperities of the contest.

THYRSIS. DAM@ETAS

Forte sub argutd betul® convenerat umbra
Thyrsida Damcetas ; nostros quis nescit amicos ?
Proxima qui summo curant preesepia clivo,
Ambo conjugiis prastantes, prolibus ambo ;
5 Duxerat hic secum florem gregis, ille gemellos,

Quorum neseit herus similem dignoscere lanam.
Hos ego, dum lateo molli resupinus in herbé,
Versibus audivi paribus certare vicissim,
Ferret uter virgam betule de fronde recisam

10 Daphnidis; at sceptro discesserat ipse relicto.
Alternis igitur se venditat unus et alter.

T. Flos rubet in pratis; pendens rubet arbore bacca ;
Nobis suave rubent promissi ad pectora crines.

! At the time an assistant master at Harrow: afterwards headmaster of
Sherborne; and, at the time of his death, Rector of Rothbury and Honorary
Canon of Newcastle.

2 Mr. Bradby was elected. Mr. Farrar was subsequently appointed to the
headmastership of Marlborough in succession to Dr. Bradley.
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Barbarus est, barbam qui sic fovet ; id bene discit,
¢ Linguarum ’ modicé qui tinxit ‘ Origine * mentem.
Ut pereant vocum diserimina! novimus ipsi
Angliaca lepide disponere verba loquelé.

An tibi sic currunt, veluti vox nostra loquentis,
Chryselephantino berylus distineta smaragdo ?

At cantus pueris, at avena aptavimus hymnos,
Meque colonus amat, mea sunt huic omnia cure.

. Anglia me Scotique simul, puerique senesque,

Et Batavi, et ponto discreta Columbia laudat.
Jucundumque bonumque vocat me Roundelos ; ecquis
Roundelon audivit nisi vera et sana loquentem ?

. Boppus amat nostros, nec despicit ipse libellos

Grimmius ; ut non sit Germanis notior alter.
Pan ovium custos ; gregis est custodia nobis
Qui flores curant, conchylia, gramina, muscas.

. Preeses et ipse ful; quid tu mihi talia? novi

Omnia, post nomen cui litera trina legatur.
Major ego,ideirco sapientior; eque caballi
Tergore despicio follem qui calce fatigant.

. Fortunate senex | ergo tua crura manebunt;

Si, dum tu vectaris equis, ego vulnera quaero.
Triste Gradus pueris; fessoschola longa magistro ;
Virga cuti; cutibus mihi non intendere virgas.
Dulce rudis pugili; pueris absistere musé ;
Musarum capiti mihi detraxisse coronam.

Quod potui, stupido sexcentos ordine versus
Imposui pensum Mopso ; cras Georgicon addam.

. O quoties et ques nequam peccavit Amyntas !

Cum faciam ferulé, ni displicet, ipse venito.

. Dic quibus in tectis interprete voce cuculus

Soles occiduos et euntes computet horas ?

. Dic quibus in tectis, et mox eris (Edipus alter,

Parvulus-inculte ludat cui nomen ericse ?

Hic ego, me prodens, ¢ Desistite cantibus ambo ;
Bt betula tu dignus, et hic; et quisquis honores
Vel ferat 4 Camo pastor, vel ab Iside, tales.

Vesper adest : sonat @s; i, flos gregis, ite, gemelli.

5 MSS. omnes ¢ joliwm.’ Veram lectionem restitui. ¢Gemelli’ qui

fuerint, varid disseruerunt interpretes. Quatuor fuisse affirmat Schol.
19 Notaverint tirones, syllabarum in hoc versu quantitatem, et vocabulorum
genera, poetam pre magnitudine sententise parum curare.

20 De colono vix liquet. Vide autem ne canendi magistrum guempiam
seriptor per paronomasiam spectaverit.
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Of the correspondence of this decade of years—a corre-
spondence which doubtless was at the time slight and brief
enough—scarcely any relics remain. There are, however, a
few letters to his old undergraduate friend, W. Saumarez
Smith-—now (1902) Archbishop of Sydney—and of these
three may perhaps be given as containing clear witness to
the manner of man that the writer was. None of them are
dated, but the first is stated by its author to be written at
‘the age of twenty-four,” and therefore belongs approximately
to 1860 ; while the Archbishop has been able to attach dates
to the others.

London Road, Harrow.

My dear Willie,—I am going through the great heap of letters
which accumulated at the end of last term, when I had hardly
time to read them intelligently. Yours is among them. I am
sitting over the fire the first night of the half, while the cabs roll
by with boys coming back late—and no work to do as yet. What
if I try to answer your letter? Probably it will be an infliction to
you if I do. I know you rather dislike positive arguing; I, on
the other hand, rather like it, believing in dialectics as a great
help to the search for truth. Not that I require you to answer
my combativeness—which, if it seem ungracious, all I can say is,
firstly it isn’t really so, and secondly magis amica veritas !

The scarlet cloth that rouses all that is tauriform in my nature
is the idea of subordinating the intellectual part of one’s nature to
anything whatever. Why in the attempt to arrive at truth, which
should be with everyone a lifelong labour, discard partially or
wholly, or deliberately blunt, the only weapon by which truth is
secured? Why? Because error is probable? Immo certain ;
but if I did not consider intellect and ignorance to be antagonistic
rather than the opposite, I should think very differently of our
work in the world. Because the nature of man is not large
enough to unite large mental and spiritual development? Rather
I trust the text which urges

¢ That mind and soul, according well,
May make one music as before,
But vaster.’

What business have we to question that every faculty was meant
to be used to the full? It is a kind of certainty with me that
goes very near the roots of faith. ‘Perfect love casteth out fear.’
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I am deliberately determined to make the desire of high know-
ledge no child’s play, to trust the issues of honesty, to refuse to
examine anything under heaven by the light of an eclipse of
reason. Which of the two is more pleasing to the Father of
Spirits, he who persuades himself to take things for granted
which his own narrow views make him consider likely to be *the
right things to believe,’ or he who deliberately strips himsgelf, in
entering upon high questions, of every prejudice, and blindness,
and thought for his intellectual future, and renders to mind the
things that are mind’s? Which of the two ‘enters the kingdom
of God as a little child’?

But there is the question whether intellect is the only imple-
ment in our hands for such a purpose. My own reply is un-
hesitatingly, ‘Yes’ What of faith? I cannot bring myself to
think that any single fact, or collection of facts, of whatever
importance they be, is seen best, and in its truest colours, by the
simple process of shutting the eyes. I donot believe that faith has
any relation whatever to a belief in facts. I should rather cling to it
ag something giving one very much more than facts—trust in the
final victory of goodness and truth, love to the Spirit around and
in one, confidence in the existence of a higher nature than this
nature and a higher life surrounding this life. But to confound faith
and opinion seems to me the heresy of heresies. No fact can be
more than matter of opinion, nor any theory (i.e. doctrine). Every
fact and doctrine is temporal, fleeting, imperfect. Faith is that by
which we apprehend the real. He who believes a thing because
others tell it him may believe what is true or he may not—the
chances are enormously in favour of its being untrue—but in no
case is it any credit to him simply to sacrifice his private judgment.
It is not believing in God, it is believing in man ; and this extends
to everything of the nature of prejudice, prejudicium, every
*great principle which must at all hazards be defended,’ every
‘doctrine which lies at the root of theology.’ Apage, Sathana !
But he who believes a thing, or fancies he does, because he thinks
it right to believe it, is simply in the position of one who forfeits
hig claim to manhood, who abdicates the status of a rational being.
Reason, and reason alone, I consider the guide to inductive know-
ledge.

I shudder to think how often I have heard the questions, ‘ But
where will you stop?’ ‘Where will this lead to?’ Wherever
God will—aiAwov aldwov elme. I pray Him that I may no more
shrink from intellectual duty through fear of the consequences
than from moral. The consequences of blind reception of what is
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stated or written is at the present moment that the predominant
religion of the world is Buddhism; and a blind reception is that
which receives from any other ground except intelligent opinion
founded on examination. True that most of the world must
receive blindly; but it is matter for regret that it should be so,
and increases the responsibility of those who are not obliged by
want of education to do it.

¢ Can you trust yourself ?” No; but my opinions must never-
theless be my own and not another man’s. I know I shall never
arrive at perfect truth ; which of itself is a satisfactory proof to me
that no opinion honestly arrived at is matter for blame to anyone,
or the contrary. Nor do I mean that I am to take nothing as
probable from the report of another. I only mean that I must
do so with open eyes and solely under the guidance of Reason.

Lastly, it may be said, ‘You are too young to profess and
propound crude views.” I reply that I do not propound them
to the world. What I believe from day to day (for one must
always be changing some small opinion or other), I express to
those to whom I talk and write. I do not profess to be certain of
any view, almost. But that is no reason for keeping my thoughts
to myself. It wouldn’t do to wait till one was certain of all
things. Rusticus expectat dum defluat amnis. Error has a
tendency to stereotype itself, one sees. And if young men were
to be debarred from speaking because of crudity of opinion, views
would be solid, it is true, beliefs would gain in firmness and
symmetry, and in an appearance of appropriateness and adapta-
tion to the world, but not nearly so much as they would lose in
vigour and in the additional charm of truth that arises from dis-
turbance and a stirring up of mind.

For example, I believe that if it were suddenly discovered that
the Bible was not entirely trustworthy, the amount of religious
knowledge, virtue, spiritualness, would by this time five years
bave vastly increased. You will guess from my saying so that
I am on the point of mentioning one strong view that I feel at the
moment convinced of. Ihave taken lately to thinking that we have
lost much from over-veneration of the Bible; that it can be proved
beyond question that in that book, or collection of books, there are
mistakes, contradictions, human imperfections; that the book is
simply human (always remembering how God’s Spirit works with
man) ; thatit differs from other human productions onliyin degree,
not in kind ; that it is a glorious collection of histories, thoughts,
truths ; that it is the most precious possession of the humanrace ;
that the good it bas done is incalculable, but that it is human
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after all—an ‘earthen vessel’—not infallible, and not to be
worshipped as Divine ; that therefore it is as wrong to believe in
it implicitly—in the shell, the form inclosing the truth—as in the
Church, the history and position of which so closely resemble it.
The great reform which the time requires, and which I think we
shall live to see, is the surrender of the belief in the infallibility of
any human institution, of anything that the eye can see, or the
hand handle.

Thus says the age of twenty-four. But liberavi animam.
I wonder whether you will ever get as far as this. I am too tired
to tell you of my French tour—very jolly but very short.

P.S. Make a test of the subject of the last [part] ! of thisletter.
Is it not simply a matter of argument? Can you venture to say
that faith enters into it at all, on either side? And yet did you
not, on reading it, conceive me as morally the worse in some slight
degree for thinking so? At least I feel I should, I am afraid, in
your position ; at all events I know many of those who think as
you, who would.

Harrow, N.W.: [October 1861.]

My dear Willie,—I hardly know what to say to your news.?
I confess that my first feeling was one of sorrow. Ishould myself
so very much shrink from the idea of leaving England for good, or
nearly so, that I can’t quite like it for you, even though it is a
grand life that you will be leading. I think perhaps you are right
to take it. You will do all the administrative part of the work
extremely well, and for the missionary part I don’t expect you to
fail in energy or perseverance. When once the Christian spirit of
self-sacrifice gets united to the vigour of Anglo-Saxon enterprise, it
is hard to see what can withstand it. I should think there could
not be a pleasanter man, too, than Gell, to be with and under. Yes,
I think you will enjoy it, and I think you will live a life worth
living ; and I envy you the consciousness that you must constantly
have of direct and practical success. But to leave the social life
of England, to leaveits intellectual and religious life at what seems
to be such a critical time as this, and to undergo that terrible and
absolute separation from friends—I really seem almost to shrink
fromit. However, God will surely bless youinit; and I remember
that when it was asked of other Apostles sent out without purse
or scrip, ‘ Lacked ye anything ?’ they replied, ‘ Nothing.’

! The word in the original is illegible.

2 His correspondent had accepted a domestic chaplancy to Bishop Gell at
Madras.
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I hope you will manage to come down here before you go.
‘What a number of threads you must have to take up of all kinds.
We really ought to have one long talk about past, present, and
future, before you vanish. I can hardly believe that there will
be positively not one of our year left at Trinity now—everyone at
work somewhere. How you will prize all Trinity recollections in
a couple of years’ time, when you have nothing to deal with but
stupid natives and unsympathising civilians. Well, if ever there
is a judgment of natives, it will be something for England to be able
to say that she did not grudge such men as you and your bishop
for such work as his and yours. . . .

Heatherwood, Freshwater, Isle of Wight : [September 1863.]

My dear Willie,—I confess that during the quarter I was
frequently impressed with a conviction that I ought to write to you ;
but somehow the school-time is so fully taken up that opportune
half-hours never seem to come off for any desirable purposes.
However, now it is holiday-time I should have no excuse if I were
to be still remiss. Many thanks for your letter, and your general
views of the work and its prospects. I find it hard to take much
interest in the defails of missionary successes and failures—partly,
because they are never given with any dramatic effect in print or
on paper (I suppose in consequence of the impossibility to English-
men of getting as close up to the mind of an Asiatic as to one of
ourselves), and partly because they are monotonous; one doesn’t
appreciate the full meaning contained in the fact of the Rev. John
Brown having baptised ten converts and admitted a dozen com-
municants, and then had prayers, and gone somewhere else. But
the general results, the nature of the moral and social progress of
Christianity, the extent to which it is possible for reformers to feel
their way among an alien race, I do oare very much for. Now I
know men of candour and ability who declare that after much study
of it they believe missionary work to be an almost total failure.
On the other hand, you say that the results are ¢ very satisfactory;’
and I take it as your deliberate opinion. Will you take as a
criterion these two rough tests, which from ignorance I cannot put
myself 2 First, does Christianity introduce a more elevated moral
code among the natives than they possessed before, so that a well-
meaning and candid unbeliever is obliged to respect a convert,
even if he thinks him misled, on account of the lofty principles
which guide him? Secondly, is it the case that the belief which
you introduce accompanies social advance? Do you really
teach converts to be more active and energetic members of society ?
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Is the gospel of steam-power and free-trade felt to be consonant
with, and worthy of, the gospel of forgiveness and redemption ?
I can’t but think that some such tests as these any creed ought to
be able to bear, which is destined to make much way among a
people.

Last term was a very pleagant one to me. It was the last
quarter that a set of boys were there whom I had got to know very
well, and who are now leaving for Cambridge, &c. Then the
games are of course wonderfully interesting from every point of
view, from the highly moral to the purely physical. I am now
down at our little house at Freshwater, playing cricket matches as
often as I can get them, and getting up before breakfast every
morning to work. I am busy at a long quarterly article (for the
¢ National Review’) on ‘ The Criticism of the Old Testament’!! I
wrote one on Colenso 2 in last January’s number, and they asked
me to do another in continuation of the subject, so I am grinding
hard at it. I was afraid you wouldn’t approve of Colenso. I
thought it right to write in general terms of praise of him. He
notices the article in his preface to the second volume. No doubt
I think, as most critics do, that he is mistaken in the inference he
draws as to the totally unhistorical character of the Exodus. I
think the grounds for denying it are not sufficient. But I fully
believe that it is by such criticism as his, free, uncompromising,
acute, that the real truth of all history must be made out—He-
brew history as well as Roman ; and if he goes too far in one
particular direction, that of incredulity, other men will very soon
come back to the right critical track; and at any rate it is an
emphatic protest against the common view, which seems to me
pernicious, that all the details of the story must be historical
because they are placed in a book which our Lord, in common
with all other pious Jews, treated with well-deserved reverence.
Of course Ishouldn’t praise Colenso if I thought that his arguments
were bad and weak ; but I think that they are for the most part
sound as far as they go, viz. discrediting the details of the story ;
and his second and third volumes have proved him to be what I
never expected fo find him, a really scholarlike and careful eritic.
He intends to go to Genesis next, in which I presume he will
‘adopt the old line again, and then on to Samuel and Kings. I must
say I have found a wonderful interest in the Old Testament study,
which I have taken up in the last two or three years, and it is

! Vide pp. 66, 75 ff. % Vide pp. 66 ff.
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THE years 1867-1882 may be regarded as marking the
commencement and end of the second period of Edward
Bowen’s career at Harrow. By the first of these dates his
apprenticeship has been fully served. He has learnt his
work, and has made his name ; and, though he has still his
critics and even his opponents, he is generally recognised by
the members of his profession as a master whose opinion
must always carry great weight to the scale into which it is
thrown, and whose brilliancy, originality, and force are beyond
question. The second date, 1882, was the year when he
accepted the mastership of ¢ The Grove’—the large house
which ¢ stands on the high hill head,” and with which his
memory will now always be most closely associated ; for,
apart from his twenty years of government, the School owes
the possession of it to his generosity. This middle period
was in some respects the fullest in his life. During it the
¢ Modern Side’ was founded and developed. It produced
more than one valuable educational paper, and most of the
School songs. They were years—as were all the remaining
years of his life—of extreme professional pressure. Certainly
by 1871 he had ceased to contribute either to the ¢ Saturday’
or to the ¢ National Review.”! He had, too, ceased to be
a volunteer. He was hardly ever away from the School.
He had almost given up entertaining, and he very rarely
dined out. He was too busy, and he remained too busy to
the end. Now and then he would have a Cambridge friend
to stay with him over the Sunday, and would ask one or

! In January 1871 he sent an article to the ‘Saturday Review’ on ¢ The
Lessons of the Eclipse’ (vide p. 127); but he wrote it during the holidays, and

as a substitute for & man unable at the last moment to fulfil his engagement to
the paper.

H
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two masters to meet him. Once a fortnight he would
play whist at a neighbour’s house after prayers—a col-
league still has a vivid recollection of the lawless charac-
teristics of his play, and of the kind of arguments with
which the worst breaches of conventionality would be
defended with all the appearance of logical soundness.
Now and then he would play football away from Harrow.
Occasionally during the course of June and July he would
steal two or three hours to visit ‘Lord’s’ But as a whole
his life was full to overflowing with school duties, and
during term-time nothing was allowed to compete with
them. He had throughout this period a large measure of
reward, although the completeness of it came somewhat
later. In these years his influence both upon colleagues
and pupils grew with rapidity. At the same time, it never
became during this period indisputably paramount. When
the period closes we find him possessing an ascendancy
which, though remarkable, was not as yet quite sufficient
to overcome the suspicion against him, in the minds of
some, as radical in his general sentiments and unorthodox
 in his religious opinions. It was not until a few years more
had elapsed that his feet were, as regards prestige and
supremacy, on absolutely the last rung of the ladder. The
period, too, though it is mainly concerned with his profes-
sional life, has upon it, both at its beginning and end, a
strong gleam of outside interest. At the commencement of
it come the memorable holidays of the summer of 1870,
when he follows in the track of the victorious Germans
along the line of MacMahon’s retreat from Weissenburg,
and visits Worth two weeks after the battle there; the
winter holidays of the same year, when he is one of the
scientific party sent to Sicily to take observations in
connection with the eclipse of the sun ; the Easter holidays
of 1871, when he goes to Paris during the reign of the Com-
mune. Towards the end of the period he has his political
experiences, and contests—with some approach to success—a
seat against Mr. Arthur Balfour. The story of these four-
teen years—both as regards term-time and hoiida,ys——ha,d
best be told, in the main, chronologically.
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In 1867, Mr. Farrar—now (1902) Dean of Canterbury— .
edited a volume of essays under the title, ¢ Essays on a Liberal
Education.” To this he asked Edward Bowen to contribute,
and the result was an important paper from his pen on the
subject, ‘ Teaching by means of Grammar’—a paper which
is well worth very close and careful study by anyone who
desires to become acquainted with Edward Bowen’s views
as a teacher, and to understand in some measure the nature
and characteristics of his genius.! The essay is throughout
a severe, drastic, uncompromising criticism of the method
of teaching which he found in vogue; from which his
experience and good sense had led him almost wholly to
dissociate himself, and towards which he never in after
years moved a single step nearer. ¢Teaching by means of
Grammar * was to him—in the form in which it existed
and with the aims on which its advocates laid stress—
nothing else than a complete mistake. Such a method was
in his eyes an erroneous path to an almost worthless goal.
It was an erroneous path, for it only wearied the feet of the
youthful learner beyond bearing. Boys, he said in effect,
were prepared to submit to a good deal of drudgery. They
were not, as a rule, wholly idle, or chiefly sullen; but the
learning of Liatin and Greek through grammars, written in
a dead language and consisting of ‘a set of clumsy rules, of
which a boy will never use the half, and never understand
the quarter,” simply meant that a lad’s time, docility, temper,
desire to improve, confidence in his teachers, were all sacri-
ficed. It was of course the case that a certain amount of
grammar was necessary. Classics could not be tackled
without some knowledge of the declensions; but such an
admission was no justification for the preposterous system
which forced upon a boy what was really so much work at
a treadmill. Grammar as it was taught was simply too
hard. It tortured a lad without even giving him the satis-
faction of feeling at the termination of his painful drudgery
that he had gained some mite of real knowledge. So, too,
the goal to which teaching by grammar was meant to lead
was not worth the reaching. In what did such teaching end ?

! The essay is printed among the Appendices.
" 2
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Merely in pedantic scholarship. Edward Bowen proceeded
to draw out with some contempt the ideas usually conveyed
by the popular expression, ‘a beautiful scholar.’ Such an
individual, he observes, does as a rule but little for his
generation. ‘We know well enough what becomes of the
man who gives himself up to particles’” He becomes
intolerant of others upon whom he looks down, for no better
or worthier reason than that they do not possess his own
pedantic knowledge. He is incapable of taking any useful
or sympathetic part in social and political movements. He
does but little even to elucidate the thoughts of those writers
with whose grammatical characteristics he is so well ac-
quainted. His chief capacity is ‘to set a common-room
right upon some mystic conceit of Aschylus.’ Nor does
the writer of the essay admit for one moment the doctrine
to which expression is sometimes given—especially in con-
nection with the prohibition of translations—that the trials
through which, on the existing system, a pupil goes are a sort
of moral education on account of the struggles which they
involve. Such a thesis is, in his opinion, beyond the reach
of argument. The man who makes it his own is out of
court. It is so obviously the duty of the teacher to do all
that he can to remove difficulties, and to add interest to
learning, that any proposition involving the negative is self-
convicted.

Edward Bowen expresses in some vigorous sentences his
own idea of the way in which the ordinary boy should be
taught classics. ‘Plunge him at once—i.e. after he has
learnt a few rudiments of grammar—into the delectus.’
Encourage him to read. Help him to read. Take off his
hands all that wearisome work with a lexicon which involves
such a portentous waste of time, and occupies to no real
profit energies which might be turned to good account.
Let him use translations. If he does not know the meaning
of a word, tell it him. Never let him be seriously checked
by a difficulty. If it be an insuperable one to him, at once
help him over it. i

If only it could be regarded as an established truth that the
office of a teacher is, more than anything else, to educate his
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pupils, to cause their minds to grow and work, rather than simply
to induce them to receive ; to look to labour rather than to weigh
specific results; to make sure at the end of a school-half that
each one of those enfrusted to him has had something to interest
him, quicken him, cause him to believe in knowledge, rather than
simply to repeat certain pages of a book without a mistake—then
we might begin to fancy the golden time was near at hand, when
boys will come up to their lessons, as they surely ought, with as
little hesitation and repugnance as that with which a man sits
down to his work.

The testimony of more than one of Edward Bowen’s
pupils, which will be quoted later on, will show how nearly
he reached his ideal with those who passed into his form,
and came ‘ under the wand of the enchanter.’

The spring of the year 1869 brought Edward Bowen
the offer of the ¢ Mastership’ of the new * Modern Side,” which
was to commence after the summer holidays. He was
himself a very strong advocate of this change in the School
routine, which, indeed, met with very general acceptance by
his colleagues. His own great classical attainments, and
the fact that so eminent a classical scholar as Dr. Butler
approved the plan, rendered impossible any suspicions,
which might otherwise have arisen and asserted themselves,
that classics were to be sacrificed unnecessarily; and the
good ship ¢ Modern Side’ was built and launched without
any serious opposition, though not without doubt and
anxiety. There is extant a letter from Edward Bowen to
his mother in which he alludes to the new venture and to
his own prospects in connection with it.

The case is this : after long hesitation we are to have a Modern
School, i.e. a school on rational principles, teaching no Greek, but
lots of history, modern languages, science, &c., and also (at all
events at present) Latin. Of course it is an experiment, but one
that is sure to answer to a certain extent, and one that we are
bound to try. I am to be at the head of it. I really never
thought of whether it will imply gain or loss of greatness to me;
but I don’t see how it should be loss at all events. I shall have
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probably a great part of the responsibility of ordering the work.
It will simply be a division of the school—a bifurcation—though
at first Lexpect the clever boys won’t come to it mueh ; in process
of time they will. One fact is that I shall have to teach French
and German. Now, French I could manage more or less, but as
to German I don't know any worth mentioning and must get it
up. So I propose to go these holidays to Dresden and work at
it. . . . The new institution won’t begin till after midsummer, and
absolutely no arrangements are made for it as yet except the
general idea. . . .

There was as regards this new division one preliminary
question of the highest possible importance. Was the
Modern Side to be for boys admittedly inferior in capacity,
or was it to claim perfect equality with the old Classical Side ?
That the former interpretation of its existence and meaning
would have been most detrimental to it—indeed, fatal to any
real success—is obvious. Admit the Modern Side to be a
refuge for the destitute, and a refuge for the destitute it would
most assuredly become and remain. If, however, the depart-
ment was not to suffer in prestige, then adequate steps must be
taken to prevent an inrush of idlers and dullards. It must
not be open to masters of private schools to suppose that if
they could not pass a boy into the Classical Side of the School,
they might yet succeed in doing so into the Modern. It is
characteristic of Edward Bowen that he was willing to take
charge of this new branch of the school-work upon any
terms. At the same time he was clear that the conditions
attaching to admission to the Modern Side must be definitely
settled, and that whatever was settled must be adhered to.
It would not do to have it undetermined whether or not
inferiority was to be the badge of the boy who did not do
Greek. The decision was never in doubt. The Modern
Side was in the judgment of the Headmaster to be on the
same level as the rest of the School; and in order to give
the fullest possible effect to this principle it was arranged
that there was to be no class on the Modern Side lower than
the ¢ Shell,” nothing corresponding even to the highest of the
three ¢Fourth Forms’ on the Classical Side—forms which
then contained some eighty boys. It was clearly foreseen,
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too, that such an arrangement would have to remain in force
for a considerable number of years, and it was not till 1890
that a ¢ Fourth Form’ was added.

It is not necessary to trace in detail the fortunes of
the Modern Side. At the close of twelve years, in 1881,
Edward Bowen wrote a long and very striking Memorandum
in conuection with it, which will be read by all educationists
with appreciative interest. It will be seen from the intro-
ductory letter that it was drawn up in response to a request
from Dr. Butler; and it is here given in full, with the
exception that initials are substituted for names.

Harrow : Sept. 10, 1881.

My dear Dr. Butler,—I send you the memorandum which you
asked me to draw up with regard to the Modern Side at Harrow ;
and I am sorry that I have not been able to complete it in a
shorter compass. It is at your service for any use to which you
may think fit to put it.

I am, yours very sincerely,
E. E. Bowex.

MEMORANDUM ON THE MODERN SIDE, 1869-1881

General Principles of the Modern Side—When in the spring
of 1869 the Headmaster proposed to me to undertake the chief
management of a Modern Department, I suggested that it was
necessary to diseriminate between two alternative conceptions:
on the one hand, that of a branch of the School which should aim
at the best attainable teaching, and rank as far as possible on an
equality with the Classical School; on the other, that of a division
which should be professedly inferior, should welcome the duller
boys, and bring the teaching to as low a level as was necessary
for their training. I was willing to undertake the task on either
hypothesis : Dr. Butler chose the former. I then proposed the
following general principles for its establishment :

1. The department is to be taught separately as regards all
school-work.

2. The teaching is intended to be of a high class.

3. In every way, except in form-work, the boys are to retain
their association with those on the Classical Side.

4. The chief subjects are to be mathematics, modern languages,
history, Latin, science, English.
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5. Boys are to be trained for the army examinations, but not
for these exclusively.

These principles were accepted by Dr. Butler, and have guided
the administration of the Modern Side ever since.

History of Modern Side—It commenced its existence in
September 1869, with three forms, 27 boys, and one form-master.
[The mathematical arrangements will be explained hereafter.] In
January 1870 the number of boys was 37, and a second master
was added to the Modern staff. The numbers increased slowly;
in January 1873 they amounted to 56, and a third form-master
was created. But a tendency to decrease showed itself, which,
though temporary, seemed for a time persistent, and the third
master was dispensed with in January 1875, the numbers being
then 45. The larger staff was restored in September of the same
year, and since then the Modern Side has reached—in January of
1876, 55 boys ; of 1877, 69 boys; of 1878, 69 boys; of 1879, 62
boys ; of 1880, 73 boys; of 1881, 76 boys. In January 1881 a
fourth form-master was added ; and next week I anticipate that
the numbers of the Modern Side will be somewhat over 80.

It would not be becoming in me to speak of the personal quali-
fications of - my colleagues in the teaching of the Modern forms;
but I may say that from the commencement till now our work
has been completely harmonious; the arrangements have been
matters of constant discussion in common ; and there has never
been the smallest jar to disturb our cordial relations and the
development of our work.

General Description.—The changes in the working of the
Modern Side have been entirely changes in detail, and hardly
need description. It may be enough to delineate it as it exists at
present.

The forms, which are seven—or perhaps eight—in number,
are (as regards school rank) distributed among those of the
Classical Side; taking their place, with as much evenness as can
be attained, at intervals from the Sixth Form to the Lower Shell.
There is no Modern Fourth Form. The promotions are intended
to be so arrangéd that the progress of an average boy shall be
approximately equal in both departments. Each of the Modern
form-masters has, in general, two forms in his charge, which,
though working in some subjects together, are kept separate in
order and in marks. To his forms, as such, the form-master
teaches divinity, history, for the most part Latin, $ometimes
Ynglish, and to a certain extent French; and he is generally
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responsible for their reports, ‘ placings,” &c. But apart from his
form-work, each master gives lessons, as far as his time allows
him, to classes of boys in some of the following subjects—German,
geography, French composition—and in some cases mathematies.
These classes are arranged according to special merit in the
subject taught, and irrespectively of form order. All the higher
mathematical classes are taught by Mr. B., whose work is solely
mathemaitical, but is also partly given to the Classical Side; and
some other mathematical masters belonging to the Classical Side
give a certain amount of mathematical help to the Modern. The
science teaching is in the hands of the science masters, and is
organised in the same way as that of the rest of the School.
The Modern form-masters are now myself, Mr. C., Mr. D., and
Mr. G.

In ‘pupil-room,” it is intended that the members of the
Modern Side shall be free to join those of the Classical Side who
have the same tutor; and the hours of school-work are arranged
with this object. In spite of some difficulties of detail, I should
be sorry to alter this understanding.

Entrance to Modern Side.—Entrance to the Modern Side was at
first confined to boys already in the School. It was thought that
for some time the restriction would be necessary, in order to
prevent an influx of very dull boys, to whom it would be difficult
to refuse admission. This rule was relaxed in April 1874, when
competent new-comers were allowed to join the Modern Side at
once ; it may be interesting to mention that the first boy who did
80 was a son of one of the governors of the School. It was provided
that the entrance examination should be held several weeks before
the actual time of entrance, and that those only should be admitted
who could pass with credit in mathematics and French, some
Latin being also required. The tendency to think that the Modern
Side affords a safe refuge for ignorance is still so great among the
parents and tutors of backward boys, that I am convinced that
these safeguards cannot yet be prudently withdrawn. It is also
provided that those who join from the Classical Side must bave
done at least fairly well in their previous forms. This rule is also
still indispensable. Of its application to particular boys I have
been regarded as the interpreter, subject to an appeal to the Head-
master.

Comparing the two clagses of boys who join the Modern Side,
there is no doubt which are the more successful. Those who have
begun at an early age to study the Modern subjects beat out of the
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field, for the most part, those who take to them after spending
some time on Classical work. The certainty of this result is such
as surprises me, and I venture to think that the inference from it
is most important. I lay so much stress on it that it seems to me
worth while to mention the following fact. Taking the seven
Modern forms one by one, as they stood in the last examination,
and collecting the first five in each, there results a total of 35 boys,
the best of their several ages. Of these boys two only, the third in
one form and the fifth in another, had been on the Classical Side at
first. The other 33 had all joined at entrance.

Character of Modern Side, Intellectual and Social.—The limi-
tations above mentioned are successful, to a considerable extent,
in excluding the most incompetent boys. They are obviously not
capable of attracting the most clever; still they no doubt exercise
some influence in conciliating public respect. The d prior: feeling of
School society would naturally be to consider any special department
as a resource for idleness or stupidity ; it needs a hard struggle to
check, or ultimately destroy, this prejudice. The general result is
that the Side consists for the most part of average boys. Very
clever ones are more rare than on the Classical Side. They were
to some extent attracted by the Modern«Entrance scholarships,
which existed from 1876 to 1880, and which certainly encouraged,
both directly and indirectly, the entrance of able boys. Recent
regulations, which came into force this year, have tended somewhat
against the interest of the Modern Side, in so far as they have
substituted for ¢ Modern ’ scholarships ‘ mathematical * ones, which
may be tenable on the Classical Side; and have diminished the
comparative importance of French.

On the other hand, it is satisfactory to think that the Modern
Side has been able to preserve itself from any social disfavour.
The boys who have composed it have been certainly not, relatively
to their number, the least popular or prominent or influential boys
in the School. On the whole, their personal character has stood,
as far as I can judge, quite as high as, and perhaps higher than,
that of the mass of their schoolfellows. In a more restricted
sense of the term social, it is probable that the classes from which
the members of the Modern Side have been drawn have been in a
proportion larger than the average, the more influential classes
of society. From another, and to the boys themselves an important,
point of view, it is worth recording that though numbering from
one-tenth to one-sixth of the School, the Modern Side hds been in
the habit of rivalling the Classical in the common outdoor games.
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Details of Work.—I may now with advantage offer a short
sketch of some details of our Modern work.

Mathematics is worked in sets, of from twelve to fifteen boys
each, the Sizxth Form being, however, kept separate from the rest;
and these sets are different for each mathematical subject. Each
boy has five, six, or seven lessons a week, with preparation for
each. Boys preparing for special examinations have more, drop-
ping other subjects in which they are weak.

To science there is allotted the same time as on the Classical
Side, with from time to time some slight attempt at a better
classification.

Latin is taught two or three times a week, attention being
given to the meaning of the books as much as to verbal detail.
Quantity is aimed at as much as quality, and it is desired, since so
little time is devoted to the subject, that a boy should read more
authors, and more of each, than he could do if he worked more
closely at the scholarship of the lesson. Possibly we carried
this idea too far at first, and we are endeavouring to recall our
energies a little more to the diction itself. On the whole, Latin asa
language does not reach a high standard ; still, a boy gains some-
thing of the ideas and writings of Rome; and it must be remem-
bered that those who join the Modern Side are in almost all
cases boys who are presumably less good in Latin than in other
subjects.

Divinity is taught on Sunday and on Monday morning ; on the
latter day the French Testament is used instead of the Greek.
This answers well; it is but nominal labour for most boys to
construe it, but it supplies a vehicle for a lesson, when translated
aloud. I have not for some years done any ecclesiastical history ;
I am sorry that our curriculum is unable to include this.

French is learnt partly by translation in ordinary lessons (in
the lower forms) and partly by careful lessons and exercises in
prose composition ; the latter is taken in special sets or divisions.
Grammar lessons ag such are rarely given to young boys, but all
are trained in grammatical usages and laws. In the upper forms
very little French construing is orally practised, but a French
book is prepared, on the substance of which a lesson is given. In
two of the three terms I always use for this purpose a campaign
of Napoleon from Thiers, and have great reason to be satisfied with
the lesson. Boys seem to themselves to be doing manly work ; to
be treated less as children ; to come out of the cloister.

For German we break up altogether into sets, since most boys
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know no German when they enter. I think we succeed pretty
well.  We all agree most fully in the two following principles,
drawn from our German teaching : one, that boys taught in divi-
sions make much faster progress than if taught in classes arranged
according to an aggregate of subjects; the other, that boys who
begin a language late make much faster progress than boys who
begin it early.

History is formally taught but little; but it is incidentally
taught all day, and the more in proportion as a boy ascends the
School. In the upper forms an historical allusion is never remote
from the purpose of any lesson, and the subject is made, in one
way or another, one of the most important. The theory on which
we work is not the very influentially supported one, that a
boy should learn little but learn it well : we do, it is true, take
detached pieces of history and study them with much care; but
our aim is that a boy shall also, if intelligent and industrious,
have some rough knowledge of general history by the time he
leaves school ; that he shall begin early to form for himself a
framework of historical knowledge, which he can fill up more and
more accurately as he has opportunity.

English literature is read at least once a week, and generally
forms part of the holiday task. For English composition we have
not as much time, or as much master-power, as would enable us to
pursue it methodically. Indeed, a weak point in our system seems
to lie in the lower results which are reached in the form, as com-
pared with the substance of the training. The higher boys have
not, as on the Classical Side, the advantage of masters specially
appointed to teach composition on paper; the comparative infre-
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